











meu, US KEE THE 
THINGS WORTH KEEPING 


Nothing’s so precious to a 
child as her mother’s love. It 
urrounds her and helps her 
find her way in a big strange 
world. 

And though she doesn’t 
know it yet, peace is precious, 
too. It makes the lives of both 
mother and daughter more 
ecure. 

But like most precious 

things, peace is not free. Peace 
costs money. Money for 
trength to keep the peace. 
Money for science and educa- 
tion to help make peace last- 
ng. And money saved by 
ndividuals to help keep our 
conomy strong. 

Your Bonds make you a 
Partner in strengthening 
\merica’s Peace Power. 

The chart below shows how 
the Bonds you buy will earn 
noney for you. But the most 
mportant thing they earn is 
peace. They help us keep the 
things worth keeping. 

Think it over. Are you buy- 
ng enough? 


HOW YOU CAN REACH YOUR SAVINGS GOAL 
WITH SERIES E SAVINGS BONDS 


(in just 8 years, 11 months) 


vee | $2,500 | $5,000 $10,000 


want about | 








each week 
save | 








HELP STRENGTHEN AMERICAS PEACE POWER | 


BUY U.S. SAVINGS BONDS 
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AN INVITATION TO ALL READERS OF THIS MAGAZINE 
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4th through 20th PRIZES, each $5.00 


$50.00 


THIRD PRIZE 


$150.00 


SECOND PRIZE 


21st through 100th PRIZES, each $1.00 


HOW TO SOLVE THIS 
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OFFICIAL PUZZLE 
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AVAILABLE FOR MEN AND WOMEN 
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(PRINT NAME CLEARLY) 


FREE ENTRY 














7| 1. My Neme_____ 


Hone State 


a 


“4 3. OC I enctose « stamped, scif-addressed envelope. 








MAM TO: QUICKIE CONTEST Dept. 30 


oT; Titan” 
a 


Dills 


MAR TO: QUICKEE CONTEST Dept. 30 





ADV) Encrie NOT accompanied by 2 stamped selt-addressed envelope may be dimqualiied! 
hi: 2 oe; 








Bex 430, Grend Central Station, New York 17, N. Y. 

















So subtle with your elegance, you love 

the simplest lines of fashion . . . wear 

them with a certain charm and grace. 
Even on difficult days, nothing can 


mar your poise...for you choose 
lampax® internal sanitary protection. 

You wouldn’t dream of using any- 
thing but Tampax. It’s invisible and 


unfelt when in place. There are no 


binding belts—no chafing, cumbersome 
pads. Nothing can show, no one can 
know. Tampax is dainty to use, change, 
dispose of. Fingers never touch it. 
Extras tuck away in a tiny purse. 

No wonder you’ ve made Tampax your 
personal choice! It’s the modern way! 

Regular, Super, Junior absorbencies, 
wherever drug products are sold. 


TAMPAX Primer, Mess 
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Cover Photo Of Nancy Street 
By Francis H. Mitchell 


TAN’S June cover girl is 19-year-old 
Nancy Street, an Indiana University 
dramatic arts sophomore from South 
Bend, Ind. She seeks a career on the 
stage upon graduation, and is now be- 
ing considered for a movie role. 
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Pro And Con On ‘Cost’ 


I have not wanted my daughter to read love 
story magazines, however, I bought your April 
TAN to read the article, “How Costly Is Free 
Love?”, and we both read it. I am glad to 
say that I was not disappointed. Young people 
today think we, the older generation, are old- 
fashioned when we tell them certain things are 
forbidden. It was very good to see the case 
for chastity so well defended, and with such 
authority. 

Incidentally. the stories in this issue are very 
good. I enjoy them very much. 

Mrs. M. C. Carter 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


I did not agree with your article, “How 
Costly Is Free Love?” in the April issue of 
TAN Magazine. You made it sound as if every 
one who has a sexual relationship outside of 
marriage is “promiscuous” and “easy.” This 
is not true. You don’t know everyone’s situa- 
tion. It is a very wonderful thought, indeed, 
this sex only with true love and happy mar- 
riage, but life is not always like that. Some- 
times we lose our way, and have to take less 
than the whole. I do not say this is right, but 
I would not agree that the only women who 
have sex outside of marriage are nymphos, or 
wives who like to play around. 


Mrs. X 
Chicago, IIl. 
Tan Around The World 


I have been attracted to reading TAN lately, 
and think it is one of the greatest magazines, 
which | look forward to monthly. I just fin- 
ished reading “I Made Her My Life,” and 
think it is one of the best stories ever printed. 
It was a very touching story, and | hope 
other readers enjoyed it, too. 

Inez Daley 
Republic of Panama 


I'm a constant reader of your wonderful 
TAN Magazine, and I enjoy reading each 
month your experiences from true life. I’m a 
Mexican lady, 24 years old. 1 am going to try 
for a better understanding of our races. I’m 
Mexican, but I believe, never mind skin color, 
only feelings of the soul. 

Elena Sepulveda 
Chihuahua, Chih, Mexico 


I enjoy your magazine very much. I read 
every colored magazine I can get my hands on. 
I especially enjoyed “Her World Or Mine,” 
and “Love Across The Color Line.” I would 
very much like to read a true story from the 

egro woman’s point of view. With the best 
of wishes. 

Harry O’Neal 
Dallas, Texas 











KEEP YOUR COMPLEXION HONEYMOON-BRIGHT 
... soft, clear and Nadinola-light 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
cheat you of charm. Chase away 
those bad-complexion blues with 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
Nothing—absolutely nothing— 
will improve your skin faster, in 
more different ways! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NADINOLA works deep 
down within the skin to brighten 
and lighten it, combat blackheads 


NADINOLA & 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


and externally caused pimples. 
Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napi- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be delighted with 
its results. There are two types 
of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 





FOR OILY SKIN FOR DRY SKIN 

Nadinola Deluxe is The original Nadinola 
non-oily. Brightens skin, is enriched with fine 

lessens shine at the cosmetic oils to relieve 





same time. 75c to $2 dryness. 25c to $1.25 
















| would sincerely thank you if you would 
please be so kind as to publish my name in 
vour Pen Pal section. I am a Negro girl, 14 
vears old, 5’5”, 124 lbs., reddish brown hair, 
brown eyes and a light complexion. 

| would love to correspond with teen-agers 
ny age and older, in the U.S.A., and also in 
\frica, Cuba, Hawaii, Philippines, England, 
France and in Haiti. 

My hobbies are reading, singing, sewing, 
lancing, music of all types and writing. I am 
presently studying French in school and I hope 
to be able to take Spanish soon. I have been 
known to write ten page letters. So please send 
some letters in to fill my empty mailbox, and 
whe knows, maybe you will receive one of my 
ong and interesting letters. All mail will be 
creatly appreciated and es answered. 

Alyce Alexander 
1007 South 13th St. 
Terre Haute, Ind. 


{ am an ardent TAN fan, and especially —y 
the Pen Pal column. I am 20 years old, 5/5 
brown eyes, dark brown hair. I would like to 
orrespond with fellows, especially servicemen, 
vetween the ages of 20-27. 
\ll letters will be answered promptly. Thank 
ou 
Dorothy B. Houston 
96 Bright Street 
Jersey City, N. J. 


| would be more than grateful if you would 
print my letter in your Pen Pals column. I live 
n the capital city of Ethiopia, Addis Ababa, 
ind am lonely. I would like to correspond with 
oung men and girls all over the world 

| am 21 years old, also 5’11” tall, and ready 

o exchange photos. I will answer all letters. 
Lt. Edward Raphael Joseph 
% P.O. Box 1447 
Addis Ababa, Ethiopia 


WANTED: A handsome, eligible young man, 

6 feet or over and between the ages of 26 and 
to help save a lonely miss from the depths 
f despair. Anyone meeting the above quali- 
ications is urged to write and every letter will 
promptly answered. 

I'm 24 years old, 5’4” tall, don’t smoke or 
lrink, have a pleasing personality and con- 
idered very attractive. I love all sports, danc- 
ng (cha-cha and mambo-ing especially) mod- 

n jazz, reading and of course writing letters. 

Miss E. McGhee 
2750 Sturtevant—Apt. 404 
Detroit 6, Mich. 


| am a TAN reader and have been for quite 
me time. [ would appreciate it if you would 
put my name in your Pen Pal section. I am a 
enior in high school, 17 years old, 5’4” tall, 
veight 128 lbs. and have medium brown skin. 
| would like to correspond with boys from all 
ver the world between the ages of 19 and 25. 
| love almost all sports, musie and dancing. [ 
vill answer all letters and exchange photos. 
Y ae Pierson 
305 Reid Ave. 
Brooklyn 33, N. Y. 


| am an ardent reader of TAN Magazine, 
ind would sincerely appreciate it if you could 
nelude my name in your Pen Pals column. I 


0 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


am handicapped, 27 years old, and weigh 160 
Ibs., 5’9” tall, black hair, brown eyes and me- 
dium brown complexion. [ would like to cor- 
respond with other young men and women 
that are handicapped, and those that are not. 

My hobbies are photography, writing, and 
repairing appliances, to name a few. All let- 
ters will be answered, and I will exchange 


photos. 
Robert E. Beard 
2531 Madison St. 
St. Louis 6, Mo. 


Every month when magazines arrive at the 
PX from stateside, I try if possible to purchase 
a TAN, which has impressed me very much. 
You see, I’m a lonesome Marine stationed on 
this desolate South Pacific isle. 

I would appreciate it very much if you would 
include my name in your Pen Pals section. I 
would like to hear from young ladies between 
21 and 29. Each and every letter would be 
graciously appreciated and will be answered. 

Sgt. Tommie L. Lewis 
1282987 

“I” Co., 3 Bn, 9th Marine 
3rd Marines Division F.M.F. 
% F. P. O. 


San Francisco, Calif. 


[ am a constant reader of TAN. I think it is 
a very interesting magazine, and I| enjoy read- 
ing it very much. I would like to correspond 
with males and females all over the United 
States between the ages of 16 to 19. I am 16 
years of age, my height is 5’3”. My weight is 
125 and my complexion is light brown. 

I like dancing, roller skating and collecting 
photo and record albums. I will gladly answer 
all letters received and will exchange photos. 

Minnie L. McKinney 
1334 So. Sawyer Ave. 
Chicago 23, Hl. 


| would be more than elated if you would 
place my name in your Pen Pal column. | 
would like to hear from folk between the ages 
18-35, of all nationalities. | am 20 years old, 
light brown complexioned, dark brown hair 
and brown eyes. 

I enjoy all types of music, making new ac- 
quaintances, movies, and reading of great 
books. Through this Pen Pal section I hope to 
make everlasting friends, and will gladly ex- 
change photographs. 

Thomas G. Cook 
1406 Druid Hill Ave. 
Baltimore 17, Md. 


| am constant reader of TAN Magazine, and 
would sincerely thank you if you would please 
put my name and address in your Pen Pal 
column. [ finished high school and one year 
of college. I am very active in sports, and 
writing is a hobby of mine. I am 21 years of 
age and 6'1” in height. 

I would like to correspond with girls and 
boys from ages 18 to 23, regardless of race. 
have medium brown complexion. I would glad- 
ly exchange photos. 

Pvt. George Smith 
RA 19597298 

Co. D 2nd Bn Gp. 
39th Infantry, 4th Div. 
Fort Lewis, Wash. 


It will be esteemed a great favor if you will 
be good enough to have my name published in 
Pen Pals column of the TAN Magazine. 

[ was born in Jamaica, but have been resid. 
ing in England for the past three years. [ am 
19 years old, 5’5”, 118 lbs., with brown eyes 
and black hair, light brown complexion. Would 
answer any letters from male or female, be. 
tween the ages of 19-25 who are interested in 
movies, music and sports. I would like to ex- 
change photos. 

Barbara Powell 
Nurses Home 
General Hospital 
Burton-On-Trent 
Staffs, England 


| am a service man in the United States Air 
Force. I would like my name in the Pen Pal 
section of TAN. I’m 20 years old, 5’10” tall, 
medium brown skin, brown eyes and hair. 

My hometown is Huntington, Long Island, 
New York. My interests include sports, read- 
ing, writing and others. I would like to hear 
from young ladies 17-20. | assure there will be 
prompt answers, and pictures if requested. 

A/3c Edward L. Jackson 
825th OPRON Box 305-D 
Little Rock Air Force Base 
Jacksonville, Ark. 


Will you please print my letter in your next 
issue of TAN? I am a very lonely young lady 
and would like very much to become a Pen Pal 
and correspond with lonely young men between 
the ages of 24 and 30. 

I am 22 years old, 5’8”, weigh 159 Ibs., have 
black hair and brown eyes, my hobbies are 
cooking, sewing, and rock and roll music. [ 
will gladly exchange photos and answer all 
letters. Hoping to hear from Pen Pals soon. 

Marie Barber 
18 Thirkield Ave., S.E. 
Atlanta 15, Ga. 


| am an ardent reader of TAN, and [| would 

like very much to have my name and address 

published in your magazine, in the Pen Pal 

column. My age is 16; [I have brown hair, 

brown complexion, black eyes, and am 5 ft. 

tall. 

[ would like to correspond with young men 
from 17 to 19, 

Aldarine Watson 

| McWhinney St. 

Rae Town 

Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.L. 


Will you please be so kind as to enter my 
name in your Pen Pal column. I am a regular 
reader of TAN and enjoy it immensely. 

I am 16 years of age, and would like to cor- 
respond with other guys and girls in other 
countries and the U.S. IT am 56” and weigh 
125 Ibs. I like to attend football games, and 
enjoy many other sports. My friends all tell 
me that I am a good dancer. My other interests 
include: records, designing clothes, and main- 
taining a high scholastic average in school. 

[ will gladly answer all letters from guys 
and girls from 17-21. Race is no barrier. 

Lories Gardner 
1052 E. 17th Street 
Long Beach 13, Calif. 
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He has started staying out late, and she is no good and said if | married her 
away from home. I’ve just found out I could never come back to my home. | 
——~4 that he never wanted any children. In love my mother and I am the only boy 
tite my loneliness. I’ve turned my love to the _ there, so I didn’t marry her. but now | 
man whom I was in love with before my wish I had. Of course. she will still 
husband. This man is now married. He marry me if | will, but 1 am confused. 
nake < is also unhappy. We have found out that and don’t know what to do. .Of course. 
» the 3 we still love each other. I still love her very much. 
eg ] want to leave my husband. but | Mr. Confused 
ci don’t want to hurt my children. Please. Sumter, S. C. 
ve Eve. help me before I make a big mis- Dear Mr. Confused: 
wey a take. Since the girl is still willing to marry 
ei 4 Unhappy Wife you, you'd better hop to it, and the 
a Chicago. Ill. sooner the better. You, and not your 
m aa me Dear Unhappy: family, are the judge of her worth. 
Would Both you and the other man seem to Dear Eve: 
i YO (J e have the “Grass is greener in the other 1 am 16 years old and in love with a 
to ex- a ae. yard” blues. You may be misjudging married man. | have been going with 
Powell , your husband, and your own attitude him steady. I love him very much, and 
Home may be chasing him away from you. he loves me. He is 24 years old. He 
c— > on oe Why not water the lawn at home’ says he is going to leave his wife. Do 
ngland Dear Eve: you think so? He has six kids by his 
tes Air EAR EVE: | am nineteen and very much in love wife. What do you think I should do? 
7 = I am 24 years old, married, and _ with a girl eighteen. We both were pro- _ Please help me. I don’t want to make a 
We, the mother of three wonderful children. moted to the twelfth grade last term, but mistake. 
ont Before my second child came, I thought she couldn’t go back to school in Sep- G. J. F. 
dy | was happy, and that my husband loved tember because | got her into trouble. Halifax, Va. 
y he me. But now, I know better. I’ve tried During the first part of the summer. 1 Dear CG. J. F.: 
aiid to be a good wife and mother, but it’s could have married her and finished You have already made a mistake. 
bye: no good. school, but my mother and sisters think Drop this character quick. 
» Ark, “ 
J next amt 1. Germicidal protection! Norforms are 
ry lady i safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 
pe . new formula releases antiseptic and germi- 
> cidal ingredients right in the vaginal tract. 
.. have Abu// Ens, . ¢ The exclusive new base melts at body tem- 
7 Cougetee repeat ogg 
7 Aut N Puoleelon not Pail tissues. 
Barber — = 2. Deodorant protection! Norforms 
3 Ge fn You most Widimale were tested in a hospital clinic and found 
_— ‘ to be more effective than anything it had 
veil hanninge Protlus ever used. Norforms are deodorant—they 
= a ‘ eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 
. hair, © odors, yet have no “medicine” or “‘disin- 
5 ft. ; a fectant’”’ odor themselves. 
g men 3. Convenience! These small vaginal sup- 
iil positories are so easy and convenient to use. 
ey St. Just insert—no apparatus, mixing or meas- 
Town uring. They’re greaseless and they keep in 
BW. any climate. Your druggist has them in 
= * boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 
egular _ Tested by doctors... proved in hespital clinics 
to cor: @eeeeeeeaeeaeeeeee ee eee eee 
= FREE informative Norforms booklet 
s, and Just mail this coupon to Dept. T-94 
IL tell » Norwich, N. Y 
an Please send me the new Norforms 
Fi booklet, in a plain envelope. 
| guys Name. 
fz. (pcease Prue) 
ardner Street 
Street 
Calif. Zone, State. 














That night in the cabin we were alone 


at last, two people with love 


in our hearts and marriage on our 


minds. Why shouldn’t we 


answer our hunger? 


mS lovers 


HERE ARE MOMENTS in a human lifetime when the 

dividing line between good and evil becomes so blurred 
you can cross it before you really understand just what you 
are doing. It was that way with Betty and me that night in 
the cabin in the mountains. 

It wasn’t our fault really. It was just that our engagement 
had dragged on too long for us to fight back all our love and 
hunger for each other until we could afford marriage. Things 
had been happening between us lately, tension mounting like 
trapped steam until there was bound to be an explosion. And 
because we were both old enough to vote we figured we knew 
what we were doing. 

That Saturday Harry and Mary Randolph had invited us 
to drive up with them to a cabin fifty miles back in the 
mountains from San Diego. Harry’s boss owned the*cabin 
and he’d let Harry use it for the weekend. I had worked 
with Harry when I was at the factory, and Mary lived right 
next door to Betty in San Diego before she married and 
became the mother of twins, so they were old and close 
friends. 

Harry sounded excited when he phoned and invited us: 
“It’s a real classy place, Don, with two big bedrooms and 
all conveniences. Mary and the kids can share one bedroom; 
Betty can have the other. You and I can bunk on cots in the 
living room.” 

Betty was just as enthused about the trip as | was, but when 
we drove up to their house that afternoon Harry looked 
worried and Mary’s face was drawn. 

““Mary’s been feeling rotten all day,” Harry explained. “I 
wanted to call the whole thing off but she wouldn’t let me. 
She figures maybe it was just the shrimp she ate last night.” 

“Oh you know what a worrier Harry is,” Mary protested. 
“ll be okay once we get there. Anyway this is too sweet 
a break to spoil it now.” 

But after we arrived at the cabin and the girls began to pre- 
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row air mailed direct 


from Paris to you... ébon by meunier 


) has that Paris look .. . 


to the last... 


. a most exciting French perfume 
that Paris touch . . . 
fragrance. It’s French, from the first naughty drop 
and it’s yours for the amazing 
low price of $3.50 * for a six-month supply. 

How can we do it? By eliminating the 

middle man. We’re mailing direct from Paris to you! 

But you must act now! Send $3.50 along 

with your name and address to: Continental Import Sales, 

Dept. B. Box 2346, Grand Central Station, New York 17, N. Y. 
Our Paris office will mail ébon direct to your home. 

Don’t delay. 


continental import sales 


*plus small duty charge 





that Paris 


Get ébon now! 





me Ses 


Are you facing difficult problems: Poor Health? Money 
uy Job Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? Love er Family 


oubles? Would you like more Happiness, Success 
‘“Goed Fortune’ in Life? If you have any of these 

ms or others like them, dear friend, then here 
wonderful NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY OF 

F RAVER that is helping thousands to glorious new hap- 


and joy. Just elip this message now and mail with 

your name, address and 25¢ to ae postage and handling. 
We will rush this wond 
NEW MESSAGE OF PRAYER 
and Faith te you by Return FREE 
Mail, absolutely FREE! We 
will alse send you this FREE 
GOLDEN CROSS fer you te 
kecp and treasure! z 

Life-Study Fellewship 


Gypsy Bait Oil 


MAKES FISH BITE ‘usr 


terious acoma of Gypsy Fish 
my Oil Compound makes smell 
feeding fish wild through thou- 


GOLDEN 
Cross 





sands of smell organs covering 
their bodies. One potent drop on 
artificial or live bait draws in 

or salt water whether you still fish 
with pole, cast, spin or troll, 
Really works. Only $1.98 (3 for 
$4.98). Cash orders postpaid. If 


C.O.D. postage extra. Draws fish 
to your bait or money back. 
FREE. Handy large water resistant pouch with every 
bottle. Order from: 


WALLING KEITH CHEMICALS, Inc. 
Dept. 723-F, 100 S. 41st St., Birmingham, Ala. 








ee P e Do You Want 
A HEAD OF HAIR 
that looks LOVELIER LONGER 





QUICK DOUBLE ACTION 
With Bernel’s Hair Cream 


aded with LANOLIN. Lubricates BRITTLE, 
BRE AKING- OFF, SPLIT ENDS, ITCHY SCALP. 2. Won. 
derful thin hair, temple grooming — massaging aid. Small 
F at daily keeps HAIR SOFTER, GLOSSIER, 
LOV ELIER LONGER. Adds beautiful 
ghts which 1s often the main attrac- 
omen with long lustrous hair 
BE RNEL S HAIR CREAM has delight- 
or, NON-GREASY EFFECT. For 
I types hast 
— BACK GUARANTEE. 
Re gular size $1.10 
a family size (6 oz.) $2.20 
stage extra if C.O.D 


NELSON'S COSMETICS bept. 1-4 


Bex 104, G.P.0. New York 1,N.Y. __ 
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Woman Nearly 
ltches To Death 


"I nearly itched to death for 7% years. Then I 
discovered a new wonder skin creme. Now I’m 
happy,” says Mrs. D. Howard of Los Angeles 
Here's blessed relief from tortures of vaginal itch, 

rectal itch, chafing, rash and skin irritations with an 
amazing new scientific formula called LANACANE. 

This fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills 
harmful bacteria germs while it soothes irritated and 
inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 
healing. Don't suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
Hew Way Witheut Surgery 
Stops Itch—Relieves Pain 


te Dp Got, Gee oteese, bee fomd o 


sbfity to sink hemor a and to relieve 
pain—withou 





actual reduction 
Most amasing of ali—results were so 
thorough tha’ erers made 
— ~~ ilipeimedeniebel 
new healing substance 
(Blo bynet door ualneibecormgeags 


This substance is now available in sup- 
ne Me ointment form under the name 
H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ere—money back guarantee. “Res. US. Pat. Of. 
WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LAMOUR LOVE DROPS PERFUME— 
poe ie unforgettable aroma attracts 
and holds love, never fails! Be glam- 








LAMOUR CO., Dept. 6T, 220 W. 42 St., N. Y. 36 


DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make Some admire you? Fewer to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
make anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
tion which is the result of scientific research. This 
information and directions will help you become 
more masterful and exert greater influence. You will 
be able to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
ARE NOT DELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY 
ED. Just send your name and address. Pay on 
delivery A. 00 plus postage or send $2.00 cash or 
money order and I will pay postage 
FRE with every order: Talismanic Seal of Luck in 
blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-F 
LLE RD., MASSAPEQUA, N. Y. 








Who had any right to 
try to tell us how to love 


or when to love? 


pare supper, I noticed Mary kept press- 
ing her hand to her side. Later. right 
after she’d served the cake Betty had 
brought, she suddenly let out a moan. 
bent over double and slumped to a chair. 
her face twisted in agony. 

Harry’s eyes flooded with fear. “I'd 
better get her to some doctor in town 
right away.” he said tensely. “This 
doesn’t look like any indigestion. You 
kids will stay with the twins won’t you?” 

“Sure. we'll hold the fort ’till you get 
back.” Betty assured him as she ran to 
get Mary's coat. 

I held the flashlight while Harry car- 
ried Mary to his car and gently tucked 
her into the front seat. When | came 
back to the porch Betty looked grave. “I 
hope everything is going to be all right. 
Mary wouldn’t have given in like that if 
it wasn’t pretty rugged.” 

“I know; she looked real beat.” Wor- 
riedly | watched Harry’s lights fade out 
of sight. Then suddenly the dead quiet 
of the mountains, the inky blackness of 
the night made me realize just how iso- 
lated we were. Betty must have sensed 


” 


the same thing for a shiver ran down her 
back. 

“Cold?” | slipped my arm around her 
and led her back inside. The click of the 
door sounded as loud to me as the bolt- 
ing of a gate big enough to shut out the 
world. Betty picked up Mary’s coat 
hanger and gave a wry laugh. “I bet a 
brush salesman will pop out that closet 
any minute, darling. This is too perfect 
to be true. Just us alone like this——” 
In spite of her smile her voice shook a 
little. 

An angry rebellion toward everything 
that was stacked against us flared swiftly 
inside of me. “Don’t worry. With our 
luck some nosey neighbor is bound to 
come calling,” I said bitterly. 

“Hey, Don, what gives?” Betty slipped 
into my arms, raised her dark head 
inquiringly. 

This was my whole world, circled in 
my arms, yet | was always having to let 
goof it. Betty had lived with her mar- 
ried sister, Grace, ever since their mother 
died. Just before we met, Grace’s hus- 
band had been sent to a sanitarium with 
a lung infection. With three small boys 
to raise, Grace couldn’t go out to work 
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we had 


It wasn’t as if 


planned what happened. 


Fate had done it 


so Betty took over. It took every cent she 
earned as a secretary just to keep them 
all afloat. in their crowded three-room 
fla. When we got engaged we thought 
wed only have a year to wait, but then 
Mike suffered a setback and his release 
from the sanitarium was put off. I knew 
Mike was a regular guy. 
preciated the sacrifice Betty was making, 


He deeply ap- 


and the knowledge that his family was 
being taken care of was a big factor in 
his recovery. But until he was well 
enough to work again and provide for 
his family we simply couldn’t afford to 
get married. 

You see, my mother was a widow, just 
like Betty’s mother had been, and until 
my two younger sisters finished school 
and got jobs, I had to contribute to their 
support. Mother couldn’t do the job all 
by herself on the salary she earned clerk- 
ing in the dime store. 

I had a milk route. It paid pretty good 
and the work was nice and steady, but | 
knew I sure couldn’t ever take on swing- 
ing three households and hope to make 
out. 

So until things got squared away Betty 
and | were like two penniless kids stand- 
ing outside a candy store window. We 
never had any opportunities for quiet 
moments when we could really get to 
know each other, for the magic of em- 
braces that had come to mean darned 
near everything to me. Our togetherness 
was always being interrupted; by the 
headlights of a police car if we parked 
too long at the beach; by Betty’s old 
maid neighbor turning on the light if 
Betty and I stood too long on the porch 
when we said goodnight. 

We were always surrounded by peo- 
ple, having dates in parks or movies, 
stealing whatever moments of privacy 
we could as if we had no right to it. Our 
relationship was incomplete, frustrating, 
like a jig-saw puzzle with the most im- 
portant pieces missing. And that was the 
way it would have to be until we could 
afford to get married and have a place of 
our own. Hard, dragging months ahead 
—for this was September and the doc- 
tors said Mike wouldn’t be able to work 
until next June—of fighting back a hun- 
ger that was already ragged with sup- 
pression. (Continued on Page 78) 


















Wonderful Relief for 
Itch, Burn and 
Sting of 


TEEN-AGE 





* “I was sensitive about the ugly, itching 
pimples and blackheads on my face. They 
burned and itched and I could not keep from 
scratching. I tried many creams, lotions and 
ointments, until a friend told me to try Black 
and White Ointment. It eased the itching, 
burn and sting fast. Now I 
wouldn’t ever be without it.”’ 


Sucy Wilkinson 


Washington, D. C. 


More For Your Money! 


Thousands praise the fast 
relief that Black and White 
Ointment brings to itching, 
stinging burn of eczema, 
acne pimples, blackheads, 
simple ringworm. You, too, 
can enjoy this same grand 
relief! Large 75¢ size con- 
tains 44 times as much as 
regular 35¢ size. Trial size 
only 20¢. Keep skin clean 
with Black and White Soap. 
Over 51 Million Packages Sold! 


BLACK 4x5 WHITE OINTMENT 
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redericks 


1430 WN. Cahuenga Bivd. 
Hellyweed 28, Calif. 


LJ] #2102 MERMAID DATE 
You're sheathed in acetate- 
taffeta that snug fits to mer- 
maid fiounce, then fiares glam- 
ourously. V neck rides rim of 
the shouiders then iy to 
bust separation. Black, Rose, 
— Sizes 7 +4 ‘15, 10 
to 20. $10.98 
#2172 +OW STAGE 

Take the piunge to glamour 
front and back — in this beau- 








tifier from Hollywood! Nylon 
and Acetate Matte Jersey just 
barely covers — conceals noth- 
ing. Black, White, Ti ise. 
Sizes 8 to 20 17.98 


#2161 CHACHA CHA! 
Daring new sheath with the 
flounce-flare skirt. Gleamin 
Evergiaze cotton print sings o 
saucy Spring. Turquoise, Gold, 
Pink. Sizes 10 to 18. $13.98 


oO #2463 «SAMBA MAMA 

Same glamourous styling as 
#2181 in Satin cotton rose 
print. Three-quarter sleeves. 
a Yellow, Biue. Sizes 10 to 
18. 






Another Frederick's “first!” 
The answer to hundreds of | 
requests. ooo under-an- 
ounce foam rubber pads a) 
into miraculously shaped ; 
ets on hip and derriere Feels’ - 
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#3218 HIP ENMANCER h to 30” inch waist.$92. ae t 
inch to i 

Now, solve your too-slim-hip ” fo [(srnt wo Jousem] saz [10 concn [aa cence] race | 
problems! No need to be flat (9 #3220 HIDDEN FLATTERY ; Tt t + | 4 
with this remarkable foam xemovable foam-rubber S pre ep i = T T T T T 
rubber padded powerflex give you that rounded look g lovtoqr sail 
panty girdie. Rounds you out behind. Cut up high from a 0 se coe. 1958 
to feminine loveliness, heips thigh to prevent showing under 
mask that too-heavy lower shorts or swimwear. A “se- § that 
thigh. One piece crotch, re- cret weapon” in power-net. ‘ ADORESS 
movable garters. White Black White of Black. Sizes 22” to i 
Sizes 22 to 30 in. waist. 6.85 30” waist $6.95 av TOmt Svate 














ZAC ANAT CUE 


HAVE LIGHTER, 
BRIGHTER 





—. , 
He’ll love you even more because of 
your lovely complexion! So, start us- 
ng Black and White Bleaching Cream 
is directed and see your dull, dark 
kin take on a lighter, brighter, softer, 
smoother look. 

Its bleaching action works inside 
our skin. Modern science knows of 
o faster way of lightening skin. 

Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 
counters 


43¢, 65¢ 

















For that NEW LOOK in your car 
* EASY TO 
INSTALL $4998 co. 
* DURABLE, ppd 


WASHABLE ,, C.0.D. 


Auto Seat Cover built of 
DACRON and NYLON for 
LONG & ROUGH Wear. 
Will resist rough treatment 
without damage! No in- 
Stallation problem. Wash- 

able—dries within the 

hour! New LOW LOW price of $2.98 per seat. (Value 
up to $4.98). Comes in Split style or Solid style 

} for front seat and Solid Style for rear seat. ORDER 
| NOW. LIMITED QUANTITIES. Available in two- 
| tone coler combinations. Set $5.75 
| Add 25¢ postage or sent C.0.D. : 


10-DAY MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 


; 
| 
CRYDER SALES CORP. _ Dept. -70 


BOX 7 WHITESTONE 57, N. Y. 































ry 
PRACTICAL NURSE 


o high school needed to Graduate with © 
Diploma. Profession pays up to $300 a month. | 
A work in good times or bad. 
Ages 16-60. Doctor’s endorsement of this 
owest-fee course. Average lesson only $1.18. 
booklet gives all facts. 
mame on postcard . 


| The Lincoln School of Practical Mersin 
| G08 Larrabee St.,.Dept.T-¢€ ,LesAngeles46,Callf. 
| Rush 16-page FREE booklet ‘‘ Careers in Nursing’’. 





















By Margo Hughes 






ete 


Dinah Washington 






Diahann Carroll 


ness, for Don is now taking flying lessons. 


client. 


“You know, this guy’s funny. But what’s he saying?” 


had spent the evening belting out the 
blues for the benefit of a police depart- 
ment organization, and happened to be 
on her way home at the time. When she 
explained the gig they let her go. 


The Mariners, famed interracial 
quartet, were called in to take over the 
show at Blinstrub’s in Boston when 
Eartha Kitt canceled her engagement. 
She’s being sued by the management. 


Plans are being tossed around to 
bring the Lena Horne Broadway vehicle 
Jamaica into one of the Las Vegas joints. 
However, the three principal stars—Lena 
Horne, Ricardo Montalban, Joe Adams 
—would be replaced, for financial rea- 
sons. 


Bassist Oscar Pettiford has joined 
the league of songwriters and turned out 





a little piece (Continued on Page 51 ) 


" mal Jamal 


Cops stopped Dinah Washington for speeding the other P.M. The Queen 


Lena Horne 












bt 


fost 
Don Newcombe 


. Beery was a time not too long ago when big league pitcher Don New- 
combe was real chicken when it came to flying, so he had himself hypnotized to 
overcome this fear of airplanes. The hypnotist must have really given him the busi- 


The Rolls Royce cast prominently in an upcoming stanza of TV’s Naked 
City series belongs to Harlem’s car-for-hire tycoon Roosevelt Zanders. But the 
celebrity chauffeur will not be piloting the fabulous $30,000 vehicle himself because 
in the film it is being used by a mob of gangsters, which is not exactly his type of 


Recently at Ben Maksik’s fabulous Town & Country Club in Brooklyn, 
U.S.A., we caught the act of a new comedian, Edwin Watson, an extraordinary 
comedian who tells jokes in native West Indian dialect, deadpan style. We watched 
owner Maksik “crack up” during his performance, then remark to a companion: 



























ba 
























2 - 8 







—eeromen errs 






UIT 





1 
P 
¥ 
| 
4 


be 


lew- 
d to 


usi- 


ked 
the 


yn, 

ary AT ON A HOT TIN HORN/THE 
hed CAT ANDERSON ORCHESTRA 
on: (Mercury): Jazz devotees with hang- 


overs, sensitive eardrums or hearing 
aids turned up at high volume should 
pen avoid this album less their lids split as 
well as flip. For here Cat Anderson goes 
screaming through the sound barrier on 
nine selections, rushing into stratospher- 
‘ic notes where perhaps Gabriel himself 
‘would fear to tread. Such supersonic 
Mights are old hat, however, to the Cat, 
who has been tripping the rarefied at- 
“mosphere for Duke Ellington since 1944 
‘with a brief time out to lead his own 
group). 

The men assembled for this recording 
| session represent a big band with a dis- 
) tinctively brassy suund as they stage a 
battle of trumpets on Little Man, hit a 
> bluesy stride on Cat’s In The Alley, and 
, get tricky with June Bug. Other tunes in 
the package include: Birth Of The Blues, 
/ on which Anderson sounds a bit like 
© Armstrong, Nina, with a latin rhythm, 
' Blue Jean Beguine, My Adorable “D”, 
Don’t Get Around Much Anymore and 
You’re The Cream In My Coffee. 


These are wailing sounds for those 


















=| On The Reco 














who like the trumpet’s piercing blast and 
the sounds of harmonious brass, almost 
untempered by the softness of reeds. This 
is an album designed specifically to show 
off Cat Anderson’s specialty: the slicing 
high note. As such, it is successful. 

To maintain such an excellent lip, 
South Carolina-born William Alonzo An- 
derson, who learned to play all the brass 
instruments in an orphanage, even now 
practices about two and a-half hours 
daily. “I have to do that to keep versatile 
in the things that I play,” he explains. 

[t is this versatility, particularly in the 
upper register, that has delighted Duke 
Ellington and arranger Billy Strayhorn, 
for they have been able to score their 
trumpet music freely for high notes. 

The personnel on Anderson’s orches- 
tra, assembled especially for the record- 
ing session, includes: trumpeters Ernie 
Royal, Ray Copeland, Reunald Jones and 
Clark Terry; trombonists Jimmy Cleve- 
land, Frank Rehak and Henderson 
Chambers; saxophonists Earle Warren, 
Ernie Wilkins, Jimmy Forrest and Sahib 
Shihab; Pianist Jimmy Jones, bassist 
George Duvivier and drummer Panama 
Francis. 









THERE’S NEVER 
A QUESTION— 


When you use “Lysol” regularly 
—you’re sure of feminine daintiness. 
You know you can’t offend — for 
“Lysol” brand disinfectant stops em- 
barrassing odor by killing odor-caus- 
ing germs! 

Because “Lysol” is so effective— 
it’s far more reliable than any home- 
style douche, including vinegar! 


Yet new “Lysol” is mild. Won't 
harm your delicate insides. Leaves 
you sweet and fresh—confident of your 
daintiness! Try it soon. 


Discover personal cleanliness 
the “Lysol” way! 


Now available— 
Pine-Scented “Lysol” 
as well as Regular. 


For free booklet 
(mailed in plain en- 
velope) on doctor- 
approved methods of 
douching, write to: 
“Lysol,” Bloomfield, 
N.J., Dept. T-659 





BRAND DISINFECTANT 


A Lehn & Fink Product 


Alsv available in Canada 
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My Love Affair 
Saved My Marriage 


Being unfaithful was a two-way street, I had 


decided. If my husband could play the game, so 
could I. But that was before I found out sex isn’t 


the same thing to a man as it is to a woman 


F READING this confession seems 

Startling to you, it is equally startling 
to me that | am making it. I feel that I 
have grasped the truth about something 
that would be invaluable information to 
thousands of American wives. To put 
it bluntly—my lover saved my marriage 
from the divorce courts. 

To give the facts simply, I had been 
Married to an attractive, average man 
for ten years. We had three healthy, 
normal children. My husband was in a 
good job and our income was adequate. 
We were buying our home, owned a 
late model car and, well, “Mr. and Mrs. 
Average Citizen.” 

But my secure world rocked and 
Teeled beneath my feet the day a true 
friend of mine called on me at my home 
and said she was reasonably sure my 


husband was “cheating.” I admired her 
tremendously for she was straight-for- 
ward with her information. 

“They say the wife is the last to know. 
I hate that,” she said. “Since I have 
seen Les with this woman several times, 
I felt you had a right to know.” 

I was grateful to her and I said as 
much. It was only after she left that the 
sickness enveloped me and I sat numbly 
trying to collect my thoughts. The ques- 
tion “Why? Why? Why?” 
through my brain. 1| was still sitting 
there when Les came in from work, and 
one look at my face and he knew that I 
knew. At first he was going to bluff it 


pounded 


out. His clumsy attempts dissolved into 
Then he said the words I 


hated him for. The words I could never 


dead silence. 


believe. 


I] love 


Those words brought me to 


“I don’t love her—I never did. 
only you.” 
life and I screamed and lunged at him. 
I say this with no thought other than to 
be accurate. 

“A fine way to show your love for 
me, 1 taunted hysterically, “to slee; 
with another woman.” 

That day marked the beginning of a 
life of hell on earth. My heart was frozen 
within me. | felt incapable of emotion 
I went through the routine of living as 
an automaton. Mechanically | cared fo: 
Les’ effort to reach me 
availed nothing. I found absolutely n 


my children. 


feeling of victory or elation that he was 
completely broken off with this woman. 
He grew haggard. He lost weight. | 
felt nothing. 


I wish I could put into words, even for 





love 
Tome O8) 


him. 


in to 


for 


leep 





eyes to Les’ fervent pleading. “I 
Z her!” he shouted wildly, “I never 
© did. I love only you!” But how could he say 
after being in another woman’s arms? 


myself, how I met Johnny. He was the 
butcher at our neighborhood market. 
He had been transferred there from an- 
other section of the city. 

I wish I could put my finger on the 
day | was aware of the warmth of his 
smile; the day I saw for the first time 
how very handsome he was; the day that 
we exchanged words about something 
other than my purchases. I can’t explain 
it. Life began to seep back into my cold 
veins. Excitement danced through me 
as I dressed to do my marketing. Our 
conversation was a battle of wits with 
double meanings hanging in mid-air. 

Then the fatal day that he phoned and 
said he had an afternoon off—would I 
like to go for a ride? That was the be- 
ginning of stolen moments that were all 
that I lived for, heady kisses that left me 


weak with desire, caresses that made me 
blush, excitement that made me feel like 
a teen-ager. They say that the first olive 
out of the bottle is always the most dif- 
ficult, that after that it is easy. After the 
first day I stretched eager arms toward 
Johnny for my lover, there was no turn- 
ing back. After he was gone I could 
spend hours hearing his voice in my ear 
calling me “darling,” remembering the 
feel of his lips on mine. 

Strange as it may seem, I felt absolute- 
ly no guilt about Les. In my mind he 
had broken our marriage vow and it was 
unforgivable. I began to plan ways of 
telling him about Johnny, of being John- 
ny’s wife. The problems of the house 
and car and children would all be taken 
care of somehow. The main thing was 
loving and being loved by Johnny. 





Then one day—there must always be 
“one day” I suppose—I was in the mar- 
ket and went up to speak to Johnny, and 
he motioned me away. I did not know 
why, so I stood there hesitantly as he 
waited on an attractive woman at the 
counter. I could not hear their conversa- 
tion, but as she turned to leave I caught 
the words, “Don’t be late. The Browns 
are coming for dinner.” 

Johnny nodded in agreement. 

Numbly I went home without getting 
my groceries. I paced the floor waiting 
for him to come in the back door. He al- 
ways got off work at five, and Les never 
got home before six-thirty. Those pre- 
cious ninety minutes were my life. When 
I heard him come in, I flew into his arms. 
He kissed me lightly and I sensed a with- 
drawal about him. 




















; M, make-up 


stays fresh without 
retouching ” 


“As a receptionist in a busy office, 
I’m constantly ‘on view’ and have 
very little opportunity to retouch 
my make-up. But with Black and 
White Vanishing Cream as a make- 


up base, it isn’t necessary. It keeps 
me looking fresh all day.” 


Clhna Walther 


If greasy lotions and foun- Philadelphia, Pa. 
dation creams cause your 
make-up to smear, try 
wonderful Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s non-greasy! You’ll 
love the way it holds your 
make-up on, keeping you 
looking your freshest and 


bothersome retouching, (= COL e@E-Tale i Ee 
VANISHING CREAM 














LEARN AT HOME-—SPARE TIME 
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Now I'm Really Living op 
| Get $50-560 


lead to thrilling coreer—even 


\ Fas FASHIONS Tag Sf Ane 


course under qualified 


REGULARLY BY SHOWING 
LUCKY HEART COSMETICS 


. teachers provides excellent 
ip —— starting point for a coreer. 
= Send for free booklet, “Ad- 
ventures in Dress Design.” 
NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway Dept. 323A Chicago 14, ill. 





yu need extra money regularly, anywhere from $10 
$150, take a tip from me. Get it easily in your own 





pare time by showing and demonstrating LUCKY 
HEART COSMETICS. It's easy, glamorous, plus being 
t of fun. Anyone, any age, anywhere can show and 
i! Lucky Heart successfully to friends and neighbors. 
ky Heart shows you how, sends you everything you 
ed to start making extra money for a better way of life. 






photo 
MAKE EXTRA MONEY FOR EASIER LIVING enlargements 
already bought a freezer and other new appliances, 2 GIANT 8 x 10's 996 
d down on a new car with my Lucky Heart Cash. 
<uries take money, but | make money in just a few 1 is HAND-COLORED IN OILS I¢ 
hours of my own time, showing, demonstrating and onan OR 
elling Lucky Heart. Their proven plan for making 4 BIG 5 7 99 
money really works. Try ihe 8 
FREE it, and you mye —~ 1 is HAND-COLORED IN OILS Ve 
extra money easily. To 
SESE OME cet your start with Lucky NOTHING ELSE TO PAY 
SNe CASE Heart write today and get Send $1 with photo, snapshot or negative 
4 S OFFER your FREE DISPLAY returned unharmed €.0.0.s accepted 
AF 4 CASE OFFER. State color of hair, eyes and clothes 


ROBIN ART STUDIO, Box 125, Cooper 
LUCKY HEART > Dept. 2F Storion, New York 3,0. 9, Sent, fai 
400 Mulberry Si. Memphis 2, Tenn- 

















ENJOY STEADY PAY 
EVERY DAY AS A WN U Te) | =] 
LEARN AT HOME IN ONLY 10 WEEKS 


rHIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE that can change MAIL COUPON TODAY 
wr whole life. Enjoy security, independence and FOR FREE BOOKLET 
edom from money worries. In Nursing you - AND SAMPLE LESSON 








n up to $65.00 a week, and many can earn much " val 
. POST GRADUATE SCHOOL or NURSING 


YC R AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IMPORTANT . ROOM — 
Y te e and older women are also needed desperately. I T7W68 a ew oO 











euT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the FREE com- | 
te information right now. There is no cost or © Name 
ligation and no oo will call. You can make | | 
r decision to be a Nurse in the f you 
' aunt privacy of your | Address. { 
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Itwasmy husband’s own 
fault that Inew loved an- 


other man 

“What’s the matter?” I asked. 

“My wife has really been on me for 
being so late. We are having company 
tonight and she wants me to get home 
early.” 

“Your—wife?” I questioned stupid- 
ly. 

Realization crept in his eyes. “You 
didn’t know I was married?” 

“I-I-guess I never thought about it. 
Stupid of me.” Then breathlessly I went 
on, “But that doesn’t matter. You can 
get a divorce too.” 

“Divorce?” he questioned. 

| had to ask it. I had to put it into 
words, fighting the terrible fear gnawing 
at me. “You do—love me, don’t you?” 

Gently he answered, “Did I ever say 
I loved you? That I wanted to marry 
you?” 

As if he were speaking to a child he 
said, “I love my wife, Dee. I don’t love 
you. You had better grow up. There is 
a big difference between love and pas- 
sion.” With words that seared my heart 
he added: “I guess I better not come over 
any more under the circumstances. My 
wife will give me hell.” He went to the 
door, turned and looked back. I’m sure 
he meant to be complimentary as he said 
softly, “ll never forget you, Doll. 
You're all woman.” 

When you get to the bottom of the pit, 
there is only one way to go—up. | sat 
there that afternoon, a broken woman. 
The love affair I had thought so perfect 
was revealed for the shameful, sordid 
thing that it really was. For the first time 
in months I began to realize how Les had 
felt. He was human, too. Temptation 
had engulfed him, but he had cried out 
the truth when he said that he loved only 
me. 

Instinctively I knew then that men and 
women love so differently. To a woman, 
sex is a vital part of her love. To a man, 
sex is a vital part of his life. 1 under- 
stood my husband now, more than at any 
other time of our life together. In my 
understanding, I could forgive, and pray 
that | would be forgiven. 

Our marriage is a proud thing now. 
Yet, | wish that I could spare others the 
heartbreak of the path I traveled. Hence, 
this article in the hope that to some, a 
word to the wives will be sufficient. 


THE END 
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‘THE DIARY OF ANNE FRANK’ 


From the moment The Diary Of Anne Frank begins unfolding on the immense 
CinemaScope screen to the tragic, touching final line in the closing scene, the picture 
grips the heart, fascinates the eye and tears at the emotions. The script is a beauti- 
fully-written adaptation of the now world-famous diary that provided Frances Good- 
rich and Albert Hackett with the framework for the highly-successful stage drama, 
which has already played in 30 coun- 
tries. Its director, George Stevens, has 
handled a small and talented cast with 
great skill. 

The script writers have faithfully pre- 
served the original story, building their 
drama around the central figure, sensi- 
tive young Anne Frank, glowingly acted 
by lovely Millie Perkins, a radiant and 
talented young newcomer to the movies. 
Joseph Schildkraut as Papa Frank, and 
Gusti Huber, as Mrs. Frank, repeat their 
original stage roles. Admirable per- 
formances by Shelley Winters, Ed Wynn, 
Diana Baker, Lou Jacobi and Douglas Spencer help complete an effort of tremen- 
dous emotional strength. 

The Diary Of Anne Frank is a moving story of eight Jews who lived for two years 
ina cramped Amsterdam attic, always in constant fear of discovery and deportation 
by the Nazis. The story has humor as well as tragedy and for two hours and 50 
minutes suspense is built up with superb skill. George Stevens has performed a great 
service to the world and to the movie industry. 


THE SOUND AND THE FURY 


Jerry Wald, one of Hollywood’s most- 
prolific producers, is a daring young 
man who challenges the “tried and true” 
of the film industry and never under- 
estimates the intelligence of motion pic- 
ture audiences. In his latest production, 
The Sound And The Fury, based on the 
William Faulkner novel of the same 
name, he defies all the taboos of picture- 
dom and brings to the screen a com- 
pelling, intelligent and adult picture of 
the Compsons, a Mississippi family bur- 
dened with illegitimacy, idiocy, alcohol- 





Millie Perkins as Anne F ak 


Ethel Waters as Dilsey. 


ism and incestuous desires. 

The story revolves around the hard, dynamic personality of Jason Compson (Yul 
Brynner), the adopted Cajun stepson of the family, who strives to free at least one 
member of the clan, Quentin (Joanne Woodward) from the blight that plagues it. 
As an illegitimate, tortured 17-year-old adolescent, Miss Woodward turns in a per- 
formance as artistic and forceful as her work in The Three Faces Of Eve. The fine 
British actress Margaret Leighton makes her American debut as Caddy, the dis- 
traught, unmarried mother of Quentin. 

The keystone of this strange family, which also includes a Cajun widow (Francoise 
Rosay) , Howard, an alcoholic brother in love with his sister, Caddy, and an idiot 
brother, Ben (Jack Warden), is Dilsey, an aging Negro servant (Ethel Waters), who 
brings humor, deep spirituality and great dignity to her characterization. 
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Him... 


Calvin was all I had, and the fear of 
losing him was more frightening than 
the fear that was driving him from me 


HE FIRST TIME | SAW CALVIN JACOBS. he was walking 

along Oak Street with his hat pushed back on his head. his jacket 
slung back over his shoulder, and perspiration running in little gullies 
down his grin-creased face as he smiled at me. The last time | saw 
Calvin Jacobs he was standing in the doorway of my bedroom, his face 
contorted with hate as he spat out vile names at me from between 
clenched teeth. A lot happened between those two times: a lot that I’m 
even afraid to tell about. 

He was handsome. all right, the first time | saw him, with his skin 
gleaming like milk chocolate in the summer sun. | was sitting on our 
front porch. drinking lemonade with Aunt Sadie when he came up. | 
had first seen him when he was in front of Mrs. Fisher’s house two 
doors away. watching him walk along. feeling all dreamy inside like 
most sixteen year old girls who can fall in love in the twinkling of an 
eye with the first handsome man they see. Only Calvin didn’t keep 
walking right on by like | expected him to. He got right in front of 
our house and then looked up at it, like he was reading the address. 
Then he smiled and walked right up to our front porch. | could have 
died! 

“Good afternoon, ladies,” he drawled in a baritone voice that sent 
shivers down my spine. “Is this the Carson residence?” 

“Yes. I'm Sadie Carson,” my aunt said. 

“Well, they told me down at the depot that you might have a room 
to rent.” he said. 

“IT might have and | might not.” Aunt Sadie said crustily, casting a 
suspicious eye at the handsome stranger. 

“Well, I’m Calvin Jacobs, Ma’am.” he said all friendly-like. “I’ve got 
a job with the construction company building that highway coming 
through from Midlothian. | need a place to stay for a few weeks.” 

“What church do you go to?” Aunt Sadie snapped. 

“Methodist.” Calvin Jacobs said with a laugh. 

“Room's seven dollars a week and this is a Christian home: no 
drinking or women visitors. You want meals?” 

“Just one will do fine. Mrs. Carson, supper.” 

“That'll make it ten dollars a week.” Aunt Sadie said. “Where’s 
your things?” 

“| put my suitcase in a locker back at the depot.” he said. “It’s a 
little hot for dragging a load around until you’re sure where you're 


going.” 
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“All right. Get your things and come 
on back. You'll be just in time for 
supper. Kinda lonesome around the 
house anyway. There’s just my niece, 
Gloria, here, and me.” 

Calvin Jacobs smiled at me and I 
could feel the blood rushing to my face. 
‘How do you do,” I managed to say, and 
stuck my hand straight out to,him like I 
hadseen ladies do in the movies. it must 
have surprised him, for he’ just looked 
at me for @ minute before he took it. 

That’s how Calvin Jacobs came to our 


house to five: a boarder, moving in with 







an old widow woman andagyoung mi niece ‘ 


whose mother had oy 
whose father later J H 
off across the co 

At first, I didn’ t sec howe le 
it, having somebody as utterly wa at 
as Calvin around the house. But after a 
while, I couldn’t see how I managed to 
live at all before he came along. 

Not that he ever paid any real atten- 
tion to me at first, except to just smile 
and sometimes tease me about the 
dimples in my cheeks and ask me about 
school. But when I was really dressed 
up and had on my Sunday clothes and 
things and wanted him to notice me, he 
didn’t seem to know I was alive! 

Supper times were the hardest. I'd sit 
across the table from him, watching him 
clean up his plate and ask for seconds 
with that big appetite of his, and think- 
ing how wonderful it would be if I were 
his wife and he was making a big fuss 
over the things | had cooked for him and 
it was our house and everything. But 
about all he said to me at the table was, 
will you pass the butter 
please?” or, “How about some more of 
those scrumptious biscuits?” He was 
pure man, all right. There I would be, 
just dying for him to say something nice 
to me, and all he could think of was food. 

There were times, when Aunt Sadie 
wasn’t around, when I would actually try 
to flirt with Calvin. Not that I knew 
much about flirting, except to turn from 
him real quickly when we were talking 
sometimes so that my skirt swirled 
around me all feminine like. Or maybe 
sometimes I would just stand and look 
at him with my mouth open a little bit 
and try to look sultry with my eyes. I 
had seen girls do that in the movies, too. 

But then, when Calvin didn’t notice 
any of it, I would get angry enough to 
spit. And he’d notice that, all right. 
‘Well, what’s pretty little Miss Gloria 
20 


‘Gloria, 


got her lip stuck out about this eve- 
ning?” he’d ask. 

“It’s none of your business,” 
him saucily. 

“Well, I guess it isn’t,” he'd say, 
“especially since it probably has some- 
thing to dowith some boy.” 

That would really burname “up: He 
was always teasing me sbout some of the 
high school boys. And they didn’t mean 
athing.to me! One night his teasing got 
me 80 riled up I just couldn’t keep from 
bursting into tears. I guess maybe thet 
was the smartest thing I ever 


I'd tell 






ids I didn’t mean to make you 
angry. Now stop crying, you'll make 
your eyes all r 
I stopped sure enough, because being 
there in Calvin’s arms was the most won- 
derful feeling I had ever had. Of course, 
as soon as I stopped crying he turned me 
aloose and | wished I had cried a little 


mind, remember that, Gloria. But you 
make sure you're married before you 
ever do a thing like that.” 

I used to feel just awtal 
would talk like that. Ai at jadi 
came right out and talk 





ales I had heard the girls tell 
at school and from some of the things 
some of those smart-alecky boys said, | 
didn’t thine, oe like it at all. 

tg ea oe 
otus Sire her last 
phi oh r& and had to drop out 
and get married, and she told me how it 
had hurt the night she got pregnant. | 
didn’t want to think about that part of 
marriage. 

But I did love Calvin, and yet I knew 
I was going to lose him since the part of 
the highway coming into our town was 
finished. He had just two more weeks on 
the job, he told us, and then he would 


be moving on. 





Being a man’s TO a meant more ‘than 


cooking meals and ironing shirts. 


lt mean 


something else that I didn't like at all 








longer. 

“How—how old are you, Calvin?” | 
asked shyly when he let me go. 

“Twenty-three,” he said. “Why?” 

“Nothing, I was just asking.” 

I lay awake in bed late that night, 
thinking how there was nothing wrong 
with a sixteen year old girl being mar- 
ried to a twenty-three year old man. 


_. was at our house a year while 
the highway was getting finished, and 
never again did I get as close to him as | 
had that night. Sometimes he would look 
at me and I would think I could see a 
lovelight in his eyes, but then just as 
quickly as it came the look would be 
gone, and I wasn’t sure what it was. I 
knew what it was I felt, though. I was in 
love with Calvin Jacobs. It wasn’t just a 
school girl’s crush anymore. 

I think Aunt Sadie must have sus- 
pected how I felt, too, because she 
watched me like a hawk when Calvin 
was around. Of course, she watched me 
like a hawk most of the time. “You can’t 
be too careful rearing a girl,” she used to 
say. “A man’s only got one thing on his 


And then one night, right after supper, 
Aunt Sadie fainted right in the middle of 
the dining room floor while we were 
clearing the dishes off the table. That 
was the beginning of her sickness. | 
guess I had been so in love with Calvin 
that year that I hadn’t noticed how tired- 
looking Aunt Sadie was getting. Her 
sickness hit her hard and hit her fast, 
and all of a sudden there I was being 
cook, housekeeper and nurse. 

Three nights before Calvin was to 
leave, he came into Aunt Sadie’s room 
and said: “I’ve been thinking, Mrs. Car- 
son. I don’t believe I really ought to 
leave just now, not until you’re up and 
feeling better. There are a couple of 
other places I can get jobs in town if | 
leave the construction crew, so if it’s all 
right with you, I'll just stay on here a 
while.” 

Aunt Sadie reached out her hand to 
him, and it seemed so weak and bony- 
looking. “We'll be proud to have you, 
son,” she said in a voice that was hardly 
more than a whisper. 

I was so glad I wanted to shout. It 
made me almost happy that Aunt Sadie 
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had taken sick the way she had. 

It was only another three weeks until I 
was supposed to graduate from high 
school, and Calvin wound up his work on 
the highway and then stayed around the 
house, taking care of Aunt Sadie, until | 
finished school. Then I came back home 
to take over while Calvin went out and 
worked. 

I felt good, being at home and doing 
the cooking and washing and ironing 
and taking care of Aunt Sadie while 
Calvin worked. When he came in from 
his job, he would pitch right in and help, 
just like we were all a real family. 

“You know something, Gloria,” he 
said to me one night as he dried supper 
dishes while | washed, “you’re not the 
same little girl you were when I came 
here. You've grown up into a real wom- 
an, accepting real responsibilities, just 
since your aunt has been ill.” 

“Calvin Jacobs, I’m the same girl | 
always was,” | said with a smile. “You 
just didn’t notice until you had to start 
eating my cooking every night.” 


did. Sometimes he would look at me 
kind of funny and I would be pretty sure 
that he was going to take me in his arms, 
but at the last second he would turn 
around and start doing something else, 
or either he would get out of the room 
as fast as he could. 

Then late one Saturday night, Aunt 
Sadie seemed to be weaker. I called in 
Doctor Hawkins, who had been taking 
care of her. “Is she going to be all right, 
Doctor Hawkins?” I asked, realizing 
for the first time that my aunt might not 
ever get well. 

““She’s a mighty sick woman, Gloria,” 
Dr. Hawkins said. 
hers—” he paused. “Well, we just have 
to hope for the best.” 

Aunt Sadie must have known how 


“And an illness like 


sick she was, because after the doctor 
left she called me and Calvin into the 
room. “I’m a tired, old woman, son,” 
she told Calvin. 
And I’ve got a niece here to be taken 


“I won’t live forever. 


care of. I’ve been watching you around 
the house. and I think you're in love 








“I didn’t even know you knew how to 
cook,” he grinned. 

“I was helping Aunt Sadie all the 
time,” I told him. “I told you that you 
just didn’t ever notice.” 

Calvin finished drying a dish and then 
put his hand on my arm. “I’m noticing 
now,” he said. 

I kind of went limp, just at his touch, 
and then, before I even realized what he 
was going to do, he was kissing me; 
softly at first, then harder, and with more 
feeling, and I kissed him back the best | 
knew how. 

Calvin didn’t say anything after that. 
He just went back to drying the dishes, 
and when he got through he asked Aunt 
Sadie if there was anything she wanted 
him to do, then he went off to his room. 

My whole body tingled so that night 
that I hardly slept at all. 


_ SADIE lingered on for weeks, 

not getting any better, not getting 
any worse. Meanwhile, I kept as close to 
Calvin as I could every chance | got, 
hoping he would kiss me again, maybe 
tell me that he loved me. But he never 


with my Gloria.” 
“Mrs. Jackson—” Calvin said, throw- 


ing a quick glance at me. He was so 
embarrassed | think he would have 
blushed if he could have. 

“I know she’s in love with you,” Aunt 
Sadie went on so quickly that I gasped 
out loud. Now it was my turn to be 
embarrassed. 

“Do you want to marry Gloria, son?” 
Aunt Sadie asked Calvin point blank. 

“Aunt Sadie, please—” I protested. 

“Hush your mouth. This is me and 
Calvin talking,” Aunt Sadie said with 
some of her old, good-natured sharp- 
ness. “Well,” she turned back to Calvin. 
“do you?” 

Calvin looked at me long and hard, 
and I wished I could have disappeared 
right through the floor. I didn’t want to 
hear him say it. I didn’t want to watch 
the terrible “no” that would dash away 
all my dreams come from his lips. 

Suddenly Calvin was grinning at me. 
“Yes, Aunt Sadie,” he was saying. “I 
do want to marry her.” 

“Good,” Aunt Sadie snapped. 

I just sat there with my mouth open. 


unable to believe my ears. And then 
Calvin moved toward me, and | threw 
myself at him and hugged him so tight 
that my arms ached. “Oh, Calvin, 
really, really?” | cried. “Do you really 
love me?” 

“I really do,” Calvin said. “I’ve been 
afraid of it for weeks, and then when I 
realized it was so, | didn’t know what to 
do about it—not until tonight, when 
Aunt Sadie said it. Then | knew that 
was what | wanted to do all the time.” 

| wanted to kiss him then, but Aunt 
Sadie was still lying there, looking at us. 

“You'll have this house to live in, 
Calvin,” she said finally. “It belongs to 
me and when I’m gone it belongs to 
Gloria. Take good care of her.” 

“Pll take good care of her,” Calvin 
said. “And we'll take good care of you, 
too. Before you know it, you'll be on 
your feet and running things around 
here like you're supposed to.” 

But Aunt Sadie didn’t get well. Three 
days later, on my seventeenth birthday, 


she died. 


OME OF THE NEIGHBORS came 

and stayed in the house with me 
until after the funeral. The last day, 
Calvin and I went to Reverend Cole- 
man, the pastor of our church, and got 
married. Aunt Sadie had signed her 
permission the day she died. 

It seemed awfully funny, later on our 
wedding day, being there in the house 
alone with Calvin. We had never been 
by ourselves like that before. 

“I guess it would have been nice to 
have had a party or something,” | said. 
“I mean, you're supposed to do things 
like that when you get married. But with 
Aunt Sadie just dead and all—” 

“We'll have plenty of time for parties 
later,” Calvin said, tipping my chin up 
so that my face was right under his. | 
wanted him to kiss me awfully bad then. 
I felt so alone with Aunt Sadie gone, and 
so afraid being his wife. 

Calvin did kiss me, long and hard, 
and then all of the waiting and longing 
seemed to have been released in a flood 
of kisses and tears. 

“T guess we'd better turn in,” Calvin 
said softly. “Which room are we going 
to take?” 

“Y—Yours is the nicest,” I stam- 
mered. “We always rented out the best 
bedroom.” 

“Okay, then I guess you move in with 
me.” he said. (Continued on Page 55) 
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( WEDDING NIGHT 


T WAS A DAY LIKE all other days, I suppose. 

The autumn leaves, sensing the nearness of 
the chilling, killing winds of winter, had already 
left the sanctuary of the trees, and buried them- 
selves in the dust. The sky was a rich amber in 
the afterglow of summer. It was fall. the time of 
the year I like best. 

There was also something special about today: 
it was Andrew’s birthday, and in the kitchen of 
our white frame cottage on Circle Road, | hur- 
ried with the baking of a birthday cake. It was 
devil's food. with white icing—Andrew’s favor- 
ite. | had already planned what | would have for 
dinner: broiled steak, medium well. with French 
fries, that Andrew was so crazy about, hot bis- 
cuits with butter and grape jelly. a green salad. 
It would be almost like dining out, something we 
really didn’t do very often. 
finger into the freshlv- 


| stuck my_ index 


WAS A LIE... 


smeared, snowy icing of the cake, testing its del- 
icate sweetness, and then I gave my shoulders a 
little happy shrug. Somehow I felt that when 
\ndrew tasted it, he would taste, too, all of the 
love | had put into it: he would know that even 
in this small way I was trying to thank him for 
the happiness he had brought into my life: a 
happiness I had never expected to have, a happi- 
ness perhaps | did not even deserve. 

Just then the ring of the doorbell broke the 
spell, and untying my apron as I| went, I walked 
It wasn't often that | had 
visitors so early in the day, unless it was Hattie 


swiftly to the door. 


from next door. or a deliveryman. Since I wasn’t 


having anything delivered today, | expected the 


caller to be Hattie. 
Only it wasnt Hattie at all when I opened the 
door. Instead there stood a gruff-looking man 


about forty with greying hair and thick mous- 
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tache. Beside him was a slender young 
boy about twelve with dark brown fea- 
tures and delicate eyes that—my heart 
skipped a beat at the very sight of him. 
That face—those eyes! 

“Good morning, Ma’am. Are you Mrs. 
Mitchell?” the man asked. 

“Why, yes—yes,” I said nervously, 
not taking my eyes from the boy. 

“I’m George Sanders from the Wel- 
fare Department over in St. Louis,” the 
man said. “May we come in?” 

Slowly I backed away from the door 
as they stepped inside. “What is it that 
you want?” | asked anxiously, snatching 
my eyes away from the boy to look at 
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Mr. Sanders. I 
“Is your husband in, Mrs. Mitchell?” hea 
the man asked. We 
“No, my husband is at work. What yes 
is it that you want?” I repeated, trying wa 
to keep my voice from sounding edgy. hit 
“Well, Mrs. Mitchell, did you have an - ing 
Aunt by the name of Mamie Brown liv- ’ fle 
ing in St. Louis?” 
to 
of 
= " 
Forget him. my mind said. ‘It’s best that way, I'm married now. My husband—" all 
: “Mrs. Mitchell, we don’t have a lot 
But my heart said something else. of tine te Gee Gic” Me. Sade | Oe 
said. “In a few days Eddie has either W 
Then I knew. I knew who the boy was. him, Mrs. Mitchell, he’ll have to go to got to have a home or he’s going to the 
But he couldn’t be, not here, not after an orphanage, and the state will have to orphanage. Here’s my card. Make up I 
ill these years. Why should he be? support him. I thought that since he is your mind sometime this week and call ge 
“Mrs. Mitchell—” the man persisted. | your—” me.” 
“Yes.” I said slowly, “Aunt Mamie, in “But did you have to come here like Then he turned to the boy, and with hi 
St. Louis.” this?” I cut him off. “Did you have to a gentleness of tone he had not used ri 
Mr. Sanders looked from the young bring him with you?” | forced myself with me he said: “Come on, Eddie. | 
boy to me. “Then you know who this _ to look at the boy again. He was just think if we kind of step on it driving \ 
he said finally. standing there with his eyes on the floor, _ back to St. Louis, we can get to see the p 
| turned my eyes from him to hide as if Mr. Sanders and | were just two Cardinals play their last home game of \ 
the pain in my face, to have a prayerful grownup people talking grownup talk the year.” f 


moment for holding back the tears. 

Mr. Sanders didn’t wait for me to say 
anything. “Your aunt died last week in 
St. Louis, Mrs. Mitchell. She told her 
minister that if anything ever happened 
to her, Eddie here should be brought to 
you. The minister said she told him the 
whole story before she died, and he told 

“But why?” | asked quickly. “Why do 
you come to me now?” 

“Because there is nowhere else for us 
Mr. Sanders said matter-of- 
factly. “You’re the only living relative. 
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you and your folk, and your parents 
ure awfully old—we already checked on 
them. Besides, they don’t want to have 
inything to do with it. If you don’t take 


that he didn’t really understand or care 
much about. 

Mr. Sanders’ voice was dripping with 
sarcasm when he spoke again. “I guess 
I just had the crazy notion you might 
want to see your son.” 

Slowly I let my eyes fall again on the 
boy, to see how he reacted to Mr. San- 
ders’ words. But the boy did not even 
bother to look up at me. And in that 
brief moment, a mother’s heart went out 
to him to comfort him in his lonely 
world of rejection—a rejection he must 
have surely felt and understood. 

But just as quickly | turned from them 
both. “It isn’t fair for you to come here 
like this,” I cried. “You should have 


telephoned, or come alone or something. 


For just a moment the boy looked up 
at me, and almost smiling said, “Good- 
bye.” 

Mr. Sanders only fixed me with a 
brief, cold stare as they turned to the 
door, and then they were gone. 

Just like that the cold, clammy hand 
of the dark past had reached out to 
clutch me, to snatch me out of my com- 
fortable, secure world, to threaten the 
peace I had finally found, to destroy all 
that the years of happy marriage had 
created. 

Twisting my apron nervously in my 
hands, 1 sank down on the living room 
sofa. “Oh, dear God,” I gasped in a 
voice just above a whisper. “My own 
child, after all these years.” There had 











en no mistaking it, not from the first 
t I laid eyes on him. The mouth, 
eyes, the color—the spitting image 
of Carl. 

' Carl—how many years had it been? 
Yes, thirteen was about right. Thirteen 
long years... 












TT WAS just after the war. Carl and 
i I had finished high school and he 
had a chance to enter the Air Corps. 

“I can’t afford college anyway,” he 
told me that summer, “so I guess this 
lis my best chance to keep getting an 
education. If I’m lucky, I may even get 
into pilot training. I think I'd like that.” 

| remember the terrible ache in my 
heart as I thought of our first separation. 
We had gone steady for more than a 
year, and by then I knew that all | 
wanted in life was to be his, to be beside 
him always, and the thought of his leav- 
ing me now cut like a knife into my 

“Oh, Carl,” 1 whispered, holding on 
to him tightly as we sat on the swing 
















of my porch in the summer night. 
“You'll be gone so long, you'll forget 
all about me. There'll be other girls.” 
a lot “Now how could I forget about you, 
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nders Ella?” Carl said. “You’re my girl. 
either | We're going to be married some day.” 
o the Marriage: that was the magic word. 
e up [ smiled: “Really, Carl? Will we really 
1 call get married?” 

“Sure,” Carl said, his voice growing 
with husky with manliness, “we'll get mar- 
used ried, just you wait until I’m a flyer.” 
e. I So we waited, and Carl went off to the 
ving Air Corps and earned a chance to take 
- the pilot training. He was so enthusiastic 
e of when he came back home on his first 

furlough. 
| up “It’s just like we planned, Ella,” he 
od- said. “I’m going to be a pilot, and on 


an ofhcer’s pay, we can afford to get 
la married.” 





the Carl, handsome in his new uniform, 
taller and stronger than when he had 
nd left, was more wonderful than ever, and 
to | had never loved him more. 
m- But waiting seemed so difficult when 
he we were so much in love and our kisses 
all told us we didn’t want to wait. The 
ad night Carl left, we didn’t wait. 
It wasn’t planned or anything like 
Ly that, and I think that if either of us had 


m really known how close we were to doing 
a wrong, we wouldn’t have taken that last 
n tide in his father’s car. But there we 
d were, parked on a lonely road, looking 





for our future in the stars, talking about 
how it would be when we were married, 
how wonderful it would be not to have 
to leave each other at night; not to have 
to be careful about when or where we 
kissed, not to have to withhold our love. 
And somehow we yielded to the tempta- 
tion in our youthful impatience, and 
the love that should have waited for our 
wedding night, was shared then and 
there on that lonely road . . . 


C ARL LEFT early the next morning, 
without my seeing him again. I 
felt then that it was better that way. | 
was filled with shame of what we had 
done, knowing that we should have 
waited. I felt somehow that Carl was 
ashamed, too, and it would be best not 
to face each other in our shame. 
Everything will be all right, I told 
myself. The next time Carl comes home, 
we will get married and everything will 
be all right. 
But Carl never came home. His plane 
He had 


been gone just two months then, long 


crashed on a training flight. 


enough for me to know that we really 
should have waited that night, for now 
I was expecting his child. 

So much of what happened from the 
day Carl was killed is hard to remem- 
ber. Perhaps it is because | have tried 
so desperately to forget. There was hys- 
teria, shouting, recriminations. Father 
ran a small real estate firm and mother 
taught school, and an unwed mother in 
the house was a disgrace. Carl’s father 
—his mother had died when he was 
young—was grieving so hard over his 
son’s death, that even in my parents’ 
desperation no one wanted to tell him 
what Carl and I had done. In fact, a 
few years later, Carl’s father died of a 
broken heart. 

After all was said and done, it was 
decided that I would go to St. Louis to 
live with my father’s spinster sister, 
Aunt Mamie. I would have the child 
there, and then we would decide what 
to do next. 

Somehow, it was all unreal to me. | 
never seemed to think much about the 
baby. I only grieved for Carl, and as 
the burden in my body grew heavier, 
so did my grief, until near the end of 
my pregnancy I did not know what I 
was doing from one moment to the next. 
I ate, I slept, I looked out the window, 
I did what Aunt Mamie told me to do, 
but I never remembered. 





And then came the time to go to the 
hospital; the doctors, the nurses, the 
gleaming white rooms, the antiseptic 
smells, the pain. 

Afterwards. I hardly even saw my 
child. Aunt Mamie, after her years of 
loneliness, took it over completely, and, 
when she offered, even begged to keep 
it, my parents said yes with great relief. 
If I had any feelings at all about the 


matter, I was too dazed to venture them. . 


Besides, nothing I could have said would 
have mattered anyway. My parents 
would never have permitted me to come 
home with the child. 

And so I went back home alone. That 
fall, my parents sent me off to college, 
but after a couple of years | dropped 
out and went to work. Life was empty 
and meaningless. I had lost Carl, and 
with him I had lost everything. 


IX YEARS PASSED, six lonely des- 

olate years in which my grief grad- 
ually gave way to my feelings of guilt. 
At first I thought I had not really cared 
about what I had done, not after Carl 
died. But gradually, as I listened to my 
father’s voice, which seemed angry each 
time he spoke to me, no matter what 
he spoke about, and as | watched the 
hurt look which never left mother’s 
eyes, | realized I had sinned, and that 
in the eyes of those around me, | would 
never be the same again. We never 
spoke of the baby in our house, and if 
Aunt Mamie wrote any news of him, it 
was never passed on to me. 

“It’s over and done with,” my father 
said. “We will not think about it.” And 
so, as he ordered, we did not think about 
it. Only we thought about it all the time. 

It was Andrew who changed every- 
thing. Andrew, with his goodness and 
patience and love; Andrew who looked 
at me as if I were a real human being, 
not as if I were wearing a uniform from 
a woman’s prison. Andrew, who wanted 
me to marry him, to be his wife and 
take care of his home. And less than a 
vear after we met, I said yes. 

Of course, there had been times when 
I thought I should tell him of my past, 
but I always pushed the idea aside. If 
I told Andrew, then he would look at 
me the way my mother and father did. 
the way the others in my hometown did. 
those who strongly suspected my sudden 
trip away from home many years ago 
had not really been a vacation. They 
had seen the (Continued on Page 74) 
25 





; 
| 
f 
q 
i 











> 1 couldn't stand the sight of him—whisper- 
ing words of love to my daughter. How 
be could she be so foolish as to listen to him? 
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He wasn’t our kind at all, this man my 


daughter had married. And somehow 1 
had to make her see the truth before she 


let him rut pr life forever 





I CRACKED THE DOOR QUIETLY, just enough to hear clearly 

what everyone downstairs was saying. I realized 1 was eaves- 
dropping and it wasn’t very nice but I had always been curious about 
the friends Ann had made before and since her marriage. Anyhow, 
I had not wanted to come into this house. If they dared to ask me to 
come, then | would dare to learn what went on here because | had 
opposed the existence of this home. I had opposed my daughter’s 
marriage and J had made a horrible scene when she introduced me 
to her husband. I had never expected to be invited here, but then 
Dido was odd—as odd as he was unattractive. 

Their voices rang with unusual merriment from the living room 
below. It was a strange group, enough to make any respectable 
Creole mother of my generation tear her hair out in distraction. Such 
a mixture of types. It could never have happened and would never 
have been tolerated when I came along as a young woman. 

Through the crack in the door I could see them all. There was 
this robust and handsome young man who said he was a policeman. 
His silky, well groomed hair was auburn and he had such a nice clear 
complexion that he could easily have been a passé-a-blanc if he had 
wanted to. He had excellent manners and showed fine upbringing. 
When I was introduced to him I had thought, “Why couldn’t Ann have 
married someone like him?” Then, without any apparent feeling of 
shame. he had turned and beckoned this scrawny little barbouillé who 
had felt more than a touch of the tar brush and introduced her as 
his wife, a librarian. They said their names were Eric and Mamie. 

1 wasn’t surprised at the young woman’s name. | could have run 
through a list of them—Angie, Louise, Mary, Sue, Dorothy, Mamie, 
and | would have been sure one of them would have caught her. They 
were all Negro names. 

Then there was the other couple, Carl and Jacque. He was sitting 
on the couch and she was on a hassock at his feet. Although she was 
dark, she had finely chiseled features and a nice grade of hair. She 
was shapely, tall and had a queenly bearing about her. How she 
could have chosen the marigny-skinned. rough-haired. frog man 
beside her as her husband was beyond me. They said they were both 
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IT didn't like what they were doing one bit 


—defying customs centuries old! 






lawyers. In my eyes they were an 
ncongruous couple. He was short. 

{nd there was my darling, cameo- 
faced daughter who had been one of the 
nost beautiful girls in New Orleans. My 
pride in her had been unbounded. After 
her father had died ten years ago, I 
crimped and saved and sacrificed to 
end her North to a good college. I had 
wanted her to have the best education 
noney could buy. I had wanted her to 
et away from too close association with 
the kind of people the laws made her 
ittend public school with. I had wanted 
ier to go where people like ourselves sent 
heir children so that she would meet 
ind eventually marry someone like our- 
e€ives, 

Her complexion was the envy of any 
sunburned Hollywood starlet. It was 

shell smooth. Her eyes were ac- 
ented by long fluttering lashes and her 
hair had been spun by a very proud silk 
orm. Even when she was a mere teen- 
iger, the shapeliness of her body had 
ade men turn and whistle. 

But then it had happened. Some- 
somehow, she had met this—this 
rson! Weak and pliable just like her 
ther had been, she had married him 


vnere, 


thout even so much as consulting me 
bringing him home to meet me be- 
e she took such a drastic step. They 
e already man and wife when she 
ime dashing up the walk that day just 
{ had honestly 
sught he was a cab driver; that she 


few months ago. 

idn’t had the correct change and he 
s following her to the door for his 
ney. It occurred 
ne that ° 


certainly never 





was looking in the drawer of a little 

le beside the door where I kept 

hange for the paper boys to pay him 

hen | had looked up and saw him in- 
e the house. 

Vummy, | want you to meet my 

usband Dido.” Ann had said, rushing 


to put her arms around me. | couldn’t 
believe my ears. I turned to make sure 
of what I had scarcely seen as they came 
up the walk. He was round shouldered, 
dark and long-armed. His wooly hair 
grew low on his forehead and he wore 
thick, horn-rimmed glasses. His long 
arms hanging limply at his side seemed 
to touch his knees. He was neatly 
dressed, but he wore his clothing care- 
lessly and, at the moment, he looked to 
me like a baboon. I almost fainted. 
“My Lord, no!” | had cried out 
hysterically. “You don’t mean you're 
| brushed aside 
my daughter’s attempted embrace. 
“Mother!” Ann had said as her face 
flushed crimson with embarrassment. 
“Pray tell what will your children be 
like?” 
He was standing there as if he hadn’t 
heard a word I said. He was inside my 


married to—to this!” 


I screamed. 


house and never before had one like him 
His 
back was against the door sill and he 


ever set foot over the threshold. 


was calmly tapping down the tobacco 
of a cigarette against the back of his 
hand. When he put the white cigarette 
into his ebony face he was laughing, a 
gutteral, deep-seated disdainful chuckle. 


I hated him with a bone-aching anger. 

“Mother,” Ann said again. “This is 
my husband!” 

“Husband?” I cried, turning my back 
and walking away. “Heaven help us, 
child. Of all the men in the world how 
could you have picked an African black. 
Your children will look like little mon- 
keys!” 

“Mother,” Ann had said again. And 
at the door I could hear that sickening, 
ugly chuckle from him like the sneering 
chortle of the victorious soldier who is 
about to ravish a prize of war. 

“The whole of the Vieux Carré will 
be talking,” I screamed. “They will 
come about singing Toucoutou.” 

“Maybe it’s better that we don’t come 
in then,” Ann had said with anger show- 
ing in her voice. 

| had whirled about in unconcealed 
anger. 

“Yes.” I shouted. He still stood there, 
the white cigarette making his skin 
glisten sickeningly by contrast. “It would 
be much better that you go wherever he 
can take you—your husband from back 
o’ town.” I had tried to make my words 
as cutting and hurting as I could. | 
hated him and his ugliness. “Yes. 





please go!” I cried shrilly. 

But when they had gone | suddenly 
‘realized I had nothing left. | cried bit- 
erly, but my anger at Ann was un- 
Mabated. How could she have done this 
to me. A barbouillé for a son-in-law. 











land one of the ugliest at that. And such 
igdehant one! The picture of him stand- 
g there chuckling ground into my 
heart like the heel of a lumberjack. | 
d cried for days and been ill for weeks. 


A ND THEN Ann’s letter had come. 

It had shaken me as much as her 
rriage. 

Dear Mummy: 

I shall never forget the day a few 
weeks before | went off to college 
when we went visiting with the old 
Acadian lady who prided herself on 
never having set foot outside the 
Vieux Carré. You will recall my 
| amazement that she did not speak 
' English and that she insisted | speak 
- to her in French because she did not 
"understand or like English. 

You explained that she was neither 
ignorant nor unintelligent but that she 
had inherited the characteristic of her 
French foreparents to disdain travel. 
The scope of her Creole existence, you 


er. said, was all-sufficient and anything 
iS is foreign to that—even the American 
life just on the other side of Canal 
yack Street— was so inferior as to be un- 
us, worthy of her curiosity, and, in her 
how long span of years. she had never set 
ack. foot in the Quartier Americain. 
10n- I] have not forgotten her because | 
was getting old enough at the time to 
And think what a waste it is to be a snob. 
ing, Her house was gas lit, if | remem- 
‘ing ber correctly. There was no plumb- 
is ing. It was dark and smelled old, as 


old and wrinkled and outdated as she 


will was. She was your friend but you 


will were not like her. 

Somewhere in my childhood | re- 
me member the delight you and Father 
Ow- showed when he brought home a new 

car. | remember my own delight at 
led telling other kids at school we had a 


new car. It meant we were keeping up 





ere, with the changing times. 

kin { Never did | suspect that you would 
uld become so insular in your thinking 
he that you would replace the old Aca- 
ack dian lady in the Vieux Carré. Many 
rds things have changed outside the 
oI Quarter my dear Mother. 

‘es. Dido wants you to come visit us. 





He is not angry with you, nor am I. 

Neither of us is on old Acadian lady. 

Will you come next month? It will be 

Spring and Spring is as beautiful here 

as it is in New Orleans. 

Love. 
Toucoutou 

1 was horrified that Ann signed the 
letter the way she did. | read it again 
and again, each time with tears in my 
eyes. I remembered the story of Tou- 
coutou my own Mother had told me af- 
ter I had heard the Negroes sing the song 
early in my childhood. It was a cruel 
song about a girl who showed no trace 
of African blood, but, as the saying goes, 
there was a tignon on the family. She 
was a blanc-fo’ce or passe-a-blanc but a 
jealous neighbor had publicly accused 
her of having Negro blood. In order to 
support her claim that she was not a 
barbouillé she had brought an action for 
libel. 
preme Court adjudged that Toucoutou 
had a touch of the tar brush. Afterwards 
some brutal mulatto barber had voiced 
in a song the mixed contempt and envy 


It was her undoing for the Su- 


that the Negro population of New Or- 
leans feels toward those of their color 
who try to “pass” as white. It went: 

Ah! Toucoutou, they’re wise to you 

You’re just a nigger wench 

There is no soap so white, for true 

Your sooty skin to blench. 

The letter stirred my memory of many 
things . . . of the old stories my grand- 
mother had told of Bienville’s Black 
Code that was meant to separate the 
races after he founded the city of New 
Orleans in the early 1700s. But all of 
that was historical stuff. I told myself, 
and nobody remembered or cared anvy- 
thing about it nowadays. The important 
thing now was to watch one’s associates, 
and move up in class society, and have 
some care about your children, and their 
looks and what opportunities are open 
to them. 

So I decided that I should visit Ann. 
Perhaps | could persuade her to change. 
and to behave like I had tried to teach 
her to behave. | might even succeed in 
getting her to come back home with me 
where | could fill in whatever holes | 
had left open in her teaching. 


ND NOW I WAS HERE, here in 
tucked 
away in an upstairs room out of the way 
by that grinning Dido who smiled ail of 


their house and already 


the time and never the least bit con- 


cerned that he is so unpleasant to look at. 

“You'll certainly want to get some rest 
after your long trip,” he had said. Why 
the man had acted just like that day in 
the living room of my home in New 
Orleans had never happened. He was 
pleasant, congenial and as nice as apple 
pie. At the train station when they had 
met me, he took my valise out of my 
hand and carried it himself. and when | 
was getting into the car he had opened 
the door and stood aside like a real 
Creole gentleman. His actions had sur- 
prised me a little and I had thought: he 
has the manners but he certainly doesn’t 
have the looks. 

They were fully prepared for me | 
noticed when we reached the house. It 
was a nice house, in a nice neighborhood 
where there were lawns and clean side- 
walks and plenty of fresh air. Children 
of all complexions were playing on a 
cement-surfaced lot nearby. There were 
even some white kids among them. I 
thought to myself somebody must have 
rented them a room in this nice house 
and | was prepared to have to sleep on a 
cot in some little closet-like ante room, 
but the whole house was theirs, and there 
were these other people already there 
when we walked in. 

“Eric and Mamie, | want you to meet 
Ann’s mother.” Dido had said as he set 
the bag down and the people in the house 
came to greet us. “She has come into 
outer space,” he added. | didn’t under- 
stand what he meant and the strange 
couple was standing there in front of me 
before I had time to think about it. 

“It’s a pleasure to welcome you to our 
town,” the handsome Eric had said. 

“I’m sure you'll like it here.” the little 
woman beside him had said. 

“And this is Carl and Jacque.” Ann 
had interjected. “They’re lawyers and 
when one isn’t off somewhere on a case. 
the other one is.” she said laughing. 
They all laughed gaily. There seemed 
to be some huge joke between them. 

“I’m enchanted,” | had mumbled, 
almost uttering the words in French, and 
then thinking that was not at all what | 
had meant but that it was the way I had 
always known to accept introductions. 

“Now, you must get settled and we'll 
have dinner: then you can get some 
rest,” Dido said, retrieving the bag and 
vaulting up the stairs. Ann took me by 
the arm and led me upward after him. 
The others went back to their chairs in 
the living (Continued on Page 65) 
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[ didn’t have boys to toss away like used-up 
powder puffs, the way Carolyn did. I had to 
take what I could get when I could get it. 





( AROLYN AND I WERE SITTING in the swing on her front porch, 
“4 as we always did when we came home from school. Most of 
he time we just talked about things that happened at High, 
ut today was special. Today was the annual spring semi-formal 
ance of the Phalanx Club, one of the most popular social clubs in school. 
‘It’s really going to be very boring, Johanna,” Carolyn said, with 
: yawn. “You ought to be glad you’re not going.” 
Yeah, sure,” | said. 
‘Of course, it will be fun to go with David,” she continued, 
jut these affairs are so kiddish and dull.” 
| didn’t say anything, and for a few moments there was no sound 
it the gentle creaking of the swing as Carolyn gave an occasional lazy 
ish with her foot. Carolyn and I were next door neighbors, 
ind had been friends since kindergarten. She was pretty, spoiled, 
ways sure of getting what she wanted. However, the fact that I was 
plain one, and always ran a poor second, had not interfered 
ith our friendship. I knew, of course, what she meant by saying 
1e high school parties were dull. Now that we were seniors, 
rolyn had been going to an occasional affair up on the hill, at the 
iversity and the praise and flattery of the college boys had 
uly gone to her head. 
{nd it was so unimportant to her that she was going with 
Javid Stewart. For just a moment, [ inwardly rebelled—if only I 
re going with David! He was almost 19, two years older than 
irolyn and I, and had always treated me as if I were a nice little 
ter. | couldn’t remember how many years I[ had silently 
rshipped the ground he walked on; probably since he first came 
Carvel when I was ten years old. David’s father was a construction 
gineer, and the family had moved around the country a lot. 
1at’s why he was behind his class in school. But Mr. Stewart had 
illen in love with our town, and stayed here, accepting a desk 








b with his company. 
David was a natural leader, spirited, and very welcome to our 


h school gang. Later, at upperclassmen high school affairs, we were 
ually paired off—David with the vivacious Carolyn; me, with 
k Evans, a nice boy who lived in the next block. We weren’t really 
oing steady,” though. Jack wasn’t a (Continued on Page 70) 
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THE LOVE 
IDARENOT 
CLAIM 


There was a strange bond that 


drew us together. A bond that ‘*. “Te & 
crossed thousands of miles and ‘ 7 


swept away differences in back- ~~. 


grounds and the colors of skin 
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A\ HEN THE EV ENING Vy hits the in a few hours the whole city will 
know that I love id. And tho I begged the reporters. as they stood 
around my tell the story v4 as it really happened, all the 
tender, deep lone we have for each ‘other’ will not be there for the public 
to see. Only Kassa and | can tell that part. “And only I can tell how | led him into a 
world of false security. until he really believed there was equality in 
this land of the free and this home of the brave—a colorless 
land where love ruled. And I led him because | did not trust God or man. 
Yes. I know. | sound bitter. | am. Bitter and ashamed that I am white. For 
the color of my skin is the only reason Kassa hangs between life and 
death. | could have been any other color and no one would 
have cared that we loved. If only we had been born in a world and a 
time that was color-blind! 
When the reporters left, my story scribbled on 
their pads, their bland faces unable to hide the incredulous disbelief in 
their eves. | huddled in the strange hospital bed. alone. desperately afraid. 
At nineteen I should be facing life, not death. Mv heart should be 
singing out the joy and wonder of love. not 
sobbing in agony and fear. 
Suddenly my door opened softly and someone approached my bed slowly. 
And just as slowly I turned my head, for any motion 
sent hot pain shooting up from the 
wound in my side. Through my 
tears | saw it was one of the cleaning 
women. I tried to smile, to 
smile, to let her know 
as best I could how 
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Lveryvbody liked Kassa, Everybody 
wanted to be his friend. At least. 
until they knew there was more 
than friendship between us. That’s 
when the hate began to grow 
and grow and grow 


















much | needed the comfort of her years. 

She took my hand gently into hers, 
her dark eyes returning my smile. “Poor 
child.” she whispered. “So afraid, so 
afraid. But you aren't alone, you know. 
You've been brave and noble. You've 
God’s blessing, child. You must pray 
now. More things are wrought by prayer 
than this world dreams of.” 

I tried to speak, but couldn’t. Her 
faith touched me beyond all words. | 
squeezed her work worn fingers in a 
wordless thanks, and smiled through my 
tears up at her dark brown face so full 
of understanding. Then | had to turn 
away, because she made the memory of 
Kassa too real, too unattainable. 

She left me, and I closed my eyes, and 
with hands clasped tightly against my 
breast | prayed God would let him live. | 
didn’t pray for His will to be done. | 
was too desperate, too afraid of life 
without Kassa. | begged for his life, list- 
ing all his unselfishness, his nobility—as 
if God didn’t know. And all the while 


| prayed Kassa’s face was enshrined in 





tears before my weeping eyes. How | 
longed to touch his face, to see his smile, 
to feel his gentle lips against my finger 
tips. But in my mind’s imagination his 
face was as still as death. and my fingers 
looked like a white scar across his dark 
cheek. But for me he would not now 
be lving lifeless beneath an oxygen tent 
in a ward down the hall. Until I fell in 
love with him he’d been the campus idol 
in our small college, colorless to all col- 
ors. a fascinating foreign student from 
I had 


made him human in their eyes, capable 


Africa. welcomed everywhere. 


of loving a white girl. He was seen now 
in technicolor, less than human, someone 
to be scorned, someone they could easily 
accuse of murder without first learning 
the facts. 

“Look at him,” I wanted to shout to 
the world. “His only crime—loving. His 
only sin—the color of his skin. This is 
how free we are in America. This is 
how brave!” 

Whispering his name prayerfully. | 
tried to sleep, but in feverish dreams | 
relived the past months over again, wak- 
ing now and then to cry out his name 
and be quieted by an anxious nurse. 

“Kassa Leonid” I repeated his name 
when we met his first day on the campus. 
I liked the sound of it. It was smooth and 
strong like the touch of his hand holding 
mine in greeting. 


“Rose Marie Cassiday.” He repeated 





mine, smiling, his eyes sparkling good 
humor and warmth. “That is a flower, 
and you must be an Irish-American.” 

I laughed, sorry that our hands had to 
separate. I looked up at Verdun Hadely 
who had introduced us. “Did he come 
here by the way of Ireland, first kissing 
the blarney stone?” 

Verdun, who was always serious and 
looked at the world through somber dark 
glasses, simply glared at me disapprov- 
ingly. “Really. Rose Marie, you know 
better than that.” 

| wrinkled my nose at Verdun. We 
were distant cousins, but he always acted 
like an older brother. Then I grinned 
up at the tall, dark stranger that even 
at that first meeting made the world a 
brighter, more exciting place just by his 
smiling eyes. “Poor Kassa. I may call 
you Kassa. may [? It’s a shame you 
have to be exposed to America by this 
kissing-cousin of mine. Please don’t 
think we're all like him. We're really 
very gay. 

“But not empty headed.” Verdun in- 
terrupted, and the next moment, scowl- 
ing at me. he had propelled his charge 
down Center Path. 

But not before Kassa had bowed to 
me and said we'd meet again. 

How prophetic that day was. But I 
didn’t realize how involved our three 
lives were to become. There was no 
wave of foreboding, no dark cloud across 
the sun, no small voice whispering in 
warning. There was just the brightness 
of the day, the warmth of the early fall. 
the challenging lightness in my heart. 
Yes. | wanted to meet this Kassa again 
and again. 


W E HAD SEVERAL classes together 

we soon learned. But actually | 
spent little time alone with him. Everv- 
one rushed him. He was full of fasci- 
nating knowledge of strange lands and 
strange people, and when the students 
werent buzzing about him, the profs 
had him in tow. But always there was a 
moment when he looked at me and | 
felt singled out, someone special. 

Soon I found myself watching for a 
glimpse of his crisp black head, waiting 
for his bronze, sculptured features to 
materialize out of every group that 
passed me. 

Then one evening in the library, when 
all the campus that could beg, borrow or 
steal a ride had gone to a football game 
seventy miles away, he found me down 





in the basement in the magazine stacks. 

Actually we nearly ran into each 
other. He was running down the stairs, 
and I was scurrying up, half afraid of 
the quietness of the shadowed stacks 
with their unshaded light globes swing- 
ing from the ceiling. 

“Oh.” I gasped, and clung to him 
when I| recognized him. 

“Rose Marie!” he cried with pleasure. 
“Why aren’t you at the game.” 

“I freeze in this kind of weather. Foot- 
ball doesn’t mean that much to me. But 
don’t tell. [ could be hung for treason, 
you know.” 

He laughed. “It is cold. [| had a hard 
time getting out of going, too. But I 
managed. I said | had a paper to do. 
Your, what do you call him, kissing 
cousin, seemed so skeptical | decided I'd 
better write one.” 

“Verdun’s really a bully. Everybody 
has to do what he does, or out. That’s 
Verdun. Conform or die.” 

“He’s most protective of you.” Kassa 
looked at me seriously. “Are all Amer- 
ican men this protective of their 
women ?” 

“Only certain ones, from certain sec- 
tions. Verdun prides himself on the 
fact that we came from an old southern 
family. It’s a great misfortune in our 
family that we were forced to move to 
the midwest. They still think we’re in 
danger of being attacked by Indians, 
and that every stranger, which includes 
almost everyone, is a potential carpet 
bagger.” 

“Carpet bagger? Oh yes. they went 
into the south after your revolution. But 
vou are so different than your good 
cousin Verdun.” 

“Thank goodness. I’d hate to think life 
was so serious. | guess always being 
looked after makes me rather irrespons- 
ible.” 

“It becomes you.” 

Kassa’s voice was as enveloping as the 
look in his eyes. The stacks behind me 
were no longer frightening, but had be- 
come friendly walls that enclosed us in a 
world of our own. Time passed un- 
noticed as he told me of his own country, 
where the first hour of the day began at 
sunrise, and changed each day with the 
changing sun. Where winter was during 
our summer and summer our winter, and 
he lived in a city high on a plateau where 
the temperature varied from only 60 to 
80 degrees. They were a small country, 
and he knew in- (Continued on Page 60) 
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I loved David, so I married him. But I 
In’t realize I was going to have to 


take his mother and sister in the bargain, 


and I couldn’t help hating them 
the way they were breaking up 


my marriage 


_— 
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TANDING IN THE SHADOW of my 
living room curtains, I watched my 
mother-in-law shuffling hurriedly home. 
She was only a few yards away and | 
sensed the satisfaction in the arrogant 
cock of her head, and I wondered what 
new gossip was on the tip of her tongue. 
But I knew I wouldn’t have to wonder 
for long. The thin walls of our two- 
family house were easily punctuated by 
her shrill tones, and as usual she’d come 


up during dinner to go over the juicier 


morsels for David’s amusement. 

I wished I didn’t feel bitterness against 
Ma Bradley. When David and I were 
first married, I despised myself for the 


scorn that welled up in me against her, 
and | tried to fight it, to try to make 
myself love her. But it was about as fu- 
tile as a bull giving birth. It came to me 
at last that I couldn’t fool myself any 
more. I’d never be able to even like Ma 
Bradley. 

I started trying the day after David 
asked me to be his wife, and took me 
to his mother’s house to meet her and 
Lucille. On the way he said, “I just 
know you'll like Ma. She’s a great one 
for digging up a scandal, but her heart’s 
big as a tub.” 

“‘But—but do you think she'll care for 
me?” I asked nervously, and David re- 
plied, “Why sure, honey, how could she 
help it? And Lu will be pleased to have 
a sister. Help her forget her troubles. 
Since Hank was killed, she hasn’t been 
the same, hasn’t had much interest in 
things, except Penny, of course.” 

That evening I won’t forget if I live 
to be a hundred. They’d spruced up the 
place a bit, but you could tell it was not 
really clean—tike places that were kept 
clean day after day. The pillows on the 
sofa were lumpy, and the dresser scarves 
were dingy. For dinner we had—rather 
greasy greens, ham, boiled potatoes, and 
cold store-bought rolls, followed by cold, 
murky coffee and rich cream pie. 

Just as I was sipping the coffee, Lu- 
cille burst into tears and ran from the 
room, and little Penny scampered after 
her, sobbing, “Mama, mama, don’t start 
crying again!” 

Mrs. Bradley dismissed the action 
with, “This makes her think of Hank 
and when the two of them were so 
happy.” 

Then turning to me, she began ques- 
tioning me with the intensity of a cross- 
examiner. Responding eagerly, in my 
desire to be friends, I told her how I 
was the only child of plain, farming 
folk. My dad and mother were nearly 
fifty when I was born. When I was three, 
my father was killed in an accident in- 
volving his tractor and my mother and 
I moved to the city, where she took a 
job as a domestic servant, keeping me 
in a nursery school during the day un- 
til I was old enough for school. By 
scraping and pinching, she was able to 
keep me in school, clothed and fed. After 
high school, I got a job as a file clerk 
in a department store. 

It wasn’t too many months later that 
I met David, who came in as manager 
of the department store where I worked. 


He had been transferred from one of 
the branches. 

Over the ensuing months, I got the 
information from David that he took 
care of his mother, a widow, his sister, 
Lucille, and her three-year-old daugh- 
ter, Penny. Completely exhausted from 
her years of intense work, my mother 
was a semi-invalid, and our mutual fam- 
ily responsibilities became a close tie 
between us, while at the same time pro- 
viding the wedge that kept us separated. 

When we’d known each other about 
a year and a half, my mother died in 
her sleep one night. As soon as David 
got word, he rushed over to be with me, 
and in that moment of almost utter de- 
spair, our love lit up the darkness. 

Cradling me in his arms, David said: 
“You lost someone very dear to you, 
honey, but you’re not alone. You’ve got 
me and I'll never let you get far away.” 


E WERE MARRIED four months 
later. Somehow, through the years, 
Mama had skimped and kept up a four 
thousand dollar insurance policy. In the 
gaily-painted cigar box she watched so 
zealously, she had a note attached say- 
ing “marry your young man. He’s a 
fine lad. Pay down on a house so you'll 
always have something should anything 
happen to him. Our life was good, even 
though it was hard.” I wept as I read 
it. Later, I showed it to David, and 
said: “Honey, what would you say to 
us buying a two-family house? We could 
live on one side and your mother and 
Lucille and Penny could have the other 
side.” This seemed a heaven-sent solu- 
tion, for | was acquainted enough with 
his folks to know that we could never 

make a go of it in a single house. 
Neither Ma Bradley nor Lucille at- 
tended the wedding. At the last minute, 
Lucille had one of her crying spells and 
Ma Bradley had to stay with her. It 
was a small affair, in the office of the 
pastor of our church. Two mutual 
friends, Mary Vaughn and Paul Hines 
stood up with us. Afterward, David and 
I drove to a resort hotel about fifty miles 
away for a week’s honeymoon. He had 
saved for months for that week, and it 
was all that you read in paperback nov- 
els that honeymoons should be. The 
morning after our first night of sweet 
peace in each other’s arms, I was con- 
vinced that the angel of happiness had 
brushed a wing inside that sun-bright- 
ened room. (Continued on Page 52) 
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The big city was there, full of bright 
lights and glamour—and heartache 
for an unsuspecting girl like me 


Y GRANDMOTHER was a great one for those old 

sayings, the kind you don’t hear much any more. They 
were kind of corny. | suppose, but they packed a lot of good 
common sense into a few highly descriptive words. She had 
a favorite for people who kept bad company. It went: “Lie 
down with dogs and you'll get up with fleas.” 

| should have remembered those words of advice before | 
started running around with Patsy and got mixed up with 
her wild friends. But looking back. it would have taken a lot 
more than Grandma’s down-home philosophy to keep me 
from messing up my life. For the truth is. | wanted des- 
perately to be like Patsy. That is. | wanted to be like she 
was on the outside—beautiful, poised. well-groomed and so 
alluring that she practically had to fight off the men who 
flocked around her. 

However. | was too young and too inexperienced at the 
time to know that a person’s outward appearance has very 
little to do with character, morals, loyalty. or any of the 
other qualities inside. When | found out how much rotten- 
ness was hidden behind Patsy’s pretty face | was shocked. 
Worse than that. when | finally came to my senses | was lost 
and alone in a world of strangers. 

The trouble was. | was desperate for friends when | 
first met Patsy. She seemed to have so many friends that 
she was practically throwing them away. Even more baffling 
to a girl as lonely as |. it was a man she chased away with 
a casual wave of her hand. 

True. he was not one of those “pretty” men, with artificial 
waves in their hair and dressed in the height of fashion. He 
was just an average young man, a lot like the boys I’d know 
back home in Harrisburg. I couldn’t help feeling a little 
sorry for him. the way the beautiful glamour girl at the bar 
made him appear a fool. 

| didn’t know her name. but I’d seen her several times 
when | stopped at the Starlight Lounge for a drink after 
dinner. I’d only have one drink because the real reason | 
went there was to be around people. to hear some music and 
laughter. All day long | was surrounded by people. passen- 
gers in the department store elevator | operated. but they 
were just part of the faceless crowd I found wherever | went 
in New York. 

After lingering as long as | could over my one little drink. 
I'd leave and make my way to the furnished room | had on 
the edge of Harlem. I'd try to read or listen to the radio. but 
my thoughts were all of the beautiful girl at the bar and 
others like her. who seemed always to be surrounded by men. 

I felt that | would give anything in the world to be like 
that girl. Especially since | was not only so lonely. but also 
very ordinary and un-glamorous. I had a nice enough figure. 
and my face wasn’t what you'd call ugly. but I knew I lacked 
that certain spark that caught and held the attention of men. 

I had long ago given up dreaming of some day being a 
part of the glittering world that belonged to Patsy—as | 
discovered she was—and | just sat and watched her hold 
court in the Starlight Lounge. (Continued on Page 58 | 
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Fresh and Crisp for Summer 


fhe starched white collar is as synonymous with spring as daffodils and 
yellow forsythia, for a touch of white is fresh, perky and becoming. 
lo give a white collar the credit it is due, it must be kept immaculately 


clean and crisp looking. This means frequent washing and starching. A good 
rule is to wash and starch neckwear before, not after, it needs it. 

In laundering white collars, let the material be your guide. White pique and 
other sturdy cotton collars can be laundered as usual with other clothes. 
Delicate lace, organdy, voile or openwork collars, however, should be laun- 
dered by hand by lifting them in and out of the very warm suds and rinse 
waters being careful to avoid rubbing and wringing. To launder frou-frou 
neckwear such as dickies and jabots, check to see if they are made in one 
piece. If so, cut threads or untie ribbons if practical and open them flat. In 
doing it, not exactly how they are put together. 

Before laundering any collars or cuffs, brush the neck and wrist lines with 


uds, even though it may look only slightly soiled. Once washed and ironed, Z 


soil lines are difficult to remove. 
If the collar has yellowed with age, bleach it following the bleach manu- 
facturer’s directions. Avoid bleaching ecru and cream colored lace and linen. 
In buying new collars, check the labels to see if the use of bleach is men- 
tioned. Some specially treated cottons and laces should not be bleached with 
hlorine type bleaches. After rinsing collars, leave them damp for starch- 


ng 


uch as Niagara. All you do to prepare it is to swish the starch in cold water. 


lo iron plain fabric collars, begin with the edging trim if there is any and 7 


then iron the collar itself. In ironing the collar, iron on the right side first. Start 
st outer edge of the curve or point of the collar and iron toward the center 

ick or front neckline edge. Iron until completely dry. Turn and iron on the 
vrong side. Then if needed, touch up the trim again. 


lo iron lace collars, first shape the collar with your fingers then iron on the / ; 


vrong side on a well-padded surface. Iron with great care to avoid catching 
he lace on the point of the iron. In fact, it is safest to iron with a soft, thin 


loth laid over the collar. 
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The perfect starch for collars and cuffs is an instant cold water starch 


Child Care: 
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Is Colic Causing 
Sleepless Nights? 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 

HE young mother sat in my office 

cuddling her obviously healthy and, 
at the moment, happy baby. The mother 
was concerned, however, and she started 
by asking, “What am I doing wrong?” 

I laughed. 

She continued, “No really, every night 
about 15 or 20 minutes after I’ve put 
her to bed following the 10 o’clock feed- 
ing, she wakes up crying. I’ve grown 
to dread night time, and I’m just worn 
out from it. She screams and screams 
and screams. There seems to be no way 
that I can comfort her. As long as | 
walk up and down the floor with her, 
she’s quiet, but let me stop, and she 
starts again. It’s almost like she was say- 
ing, ‘keep moving.’ Do you think she 
has colic?” 

“It’s possible,” I answered. “Colic, as 
the term is used, refers to spasmodic, 
cramplike abdominal pain. Generally 
young babies are the victims. Since | 
have just examined Judy carefully, and 
she has no specific allergies, | should 
say that she is just so greedy that she 
swallows air during her feeding at ten 
o'clock. Also, it is quite likely that in 
your anxiety to get her into bed for the 
night that you don’t take enough time to 
burp her thoroughly. You lay her down, 
and then bingo, she’s awake and crying. 
You become nervous and excited. She 
screams louder. You become more tense 
and try to lay her down again. She 
screams even louder, and the game is on 
for another night. 

“I would suggest,” I continued, “that 
you try interrupting the ten o’clock feed- 
ing several times to burp her carefully. 
Make sure that she’s not getting air 
through too large a nipple hole, or too 
fast feeding. After the feeding is com- 
pleted and you are confident that she 
has no more burps, place her in the crib 
on her stomach, cover her lightly so that 
the cover doesn’t bind her. Of course, 
you never have a pillow in the crib. In 
this way, if gas forms, she can expel it 
herself, before the spasmodic cramps 
that mean colic awaken her.” 








UNE IS busting out all over. School will soon 
be out, wedding bells will be ringing and 


graduation festivities will begin. Graduation 
Freda DeKmght 


parties are different from others because after the ene Senien Sencts 
formal ceremonies the kids take over and start 
the activities with a carefree atmosphere. There 
are record hops, beach parties, the after-gradua- 
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tion dance if they are in their teens, and the gen- 
eral house-to-house roundup helps to make theit 
day a very special one. Mother can cast aside her 
fancy menus and plan simple food that the gang 
likes. with a few new tricks, as shown. Don’t 
try to make it a grown-up party. If the affair is 
formal and they want to serve hot dogs. dress 
them up a bit and serve them. Make graduation 
day a happy day for all concerned. For TAN’s 
eams tips on festive food ideas for graduation parties. 
way just turn the page. 
as | 
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Honor Roll Hamburgers and Barbecued Franks 
sprinkle 6 lbs. ground beef with 1 tbsp. salt, 1 tsp. pepper, 
MY tsps. Accent. Toss gently with fork and shape into 24 
patties. To make sauce for frankfurters, blend % cup un- 
ulphured molasses and % cup prepared mustard in bowl. 
idd 3 tbsps. vinegar, 2 tbsps. Worcestershire Sauce, 4 cup 
pickle relish. Simmer 10 minutes with 12-18 cooked franks. 





Tabasco Hamburgers with Garden Potato Salad 
ddd 1% tsps. Tabasco to 1 cups tomato juice or milk. 
Pour over 3 lbs. ground beef. Sprinkle with 3 tsps. salt, then 
mix well with fork or hands. Shape into 12 large patties. 
Pan broil in a lightly greased skillet, cooking about 8 minutes 
on first side and 6 minutes on second side. Serve with potato 

salad which includes cucumber, radishes and scallions. 
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Sloppy Joe’s Barbecued Beef Sandwiches 
Sprinkle 1 lb. ground beef with 34 tsp. salt. Brown in lightly greased skillet, breaking up with fork 
Blend together 2 tbsps. unsulphured molasses, 2 tbsps. prepared mustard; stir in 1 tbsp. Worces- | 
tershire Sauce, ¥g tsp. Tabasco, Y2 cup catchup. Add to beef. Heat to serving temperature. Serve | 
heated barbecued beef on toasted hamburger rolls. If desired, top with onion rings. For variation, 
\%4 cup grated American cheese may be added to heated mixture. Stir until melted. Makes 4 servings. 








— OUT! Whether it’s grade school. high school 
or college, it’s time for graduation, and all the fun and 
good times that go with it. Mothers are at a loss as to what 
to plan, and the kids are all excited, but in the final busy rush 
of graduation week festivities, with its dances, picnics and 
parties. it is the organized hostess who is prepared for an 


Diploma Brownies 
Pour 3 cups milk over 2 lbs. Graham crackers in mixer. 
Mix at low speed until smooth. Melt 1 Ib. chocolate bits: 
add to crumb mixture with 4 cans sweetened condensed milk. 
2 cups shredded coconut, 2 cups chopped nuts, 1 tsp. salt. 
Pour into 2 lightly greased pans (10x16x2). Bake in 
moderate oven 45 minutes. Tie 1"x4" strips in bows. 


onrush of young appetites. Hamburgers and frankfurters 
are such universally liked foods that they can be featured at 
a senior party dinner, as the snack after a dance, or the main 
course of a progressive party, and the hamburger patties can 
be made early and stored in the freezer to save time and work. 
Here are easy-to-prepare suggestions that kids will adore. 
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Farewell To Books 
Whip 1 cup heavy cream until stiff. Blend in 2 tsps. sugar, 
] tsp. vanilla. Spread on 40 Social Tea Biscuits. Stack two 
high, putting two stacks close together on each plate. Top 
each stack with a biscuit spread with jelly. Press down in 
center so crackers tilt as open book. Chill in refrigerator 
three-four hours. Strips of foil make “bookmarks.” 
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SMALL FHY 


Vacation Llothes 


‘CHOOL IS OUT and vacation plans are just beginning to formulate. Mothers are busy won- 
\ dering where to take the family or send the children where they will enjoy their vacation the 


nost. Wherever they go, the question of the right wardrobe is most important. 
Today, children have minds of their own and like to “be in” on the selection of their wardrobes. 
Color plays an important part, as well as style, and in many instances, dressing like mommie is 





important. However, no matter what the style or color may be, the job of coordinating a vacation 
wardrobe for the small fry must be done, and mothers will be on shopping tours daily. Bearing 
in mind the season and the vacation spot, it is quite a task to shop for clothes that are easy to wash 
und pack, and that will require little or no ironing. The shops offer a wide variety of pretty and 
practical things, and dress-up dresses that will please any young lady. There are play clothes that 
can and will stand hard wear, bathing suits that give the glamour look to tiny tots for sand, sun 
ind sea. 

lo help mothers make up their minds, TAN has selected a wardrobe for small fry that is sure to 
please the wearer and mother’s budget as well. 





Left: Red cotton knit swimsuit has tri-colored Big and little sister Chromespun acetate and 
bow, panel. Right: Red suit with square neck, cotton bathing suits are shown in light blue 
embroidery. Suits by Dive-Ettes Swimwear. and white stripes. Suits are by Dive-Ettes. 











Left: Yellow and green floral print lawn party 
dress has sweetheart neckline. Right: white and 
red striped cotton has red cummerbund and 
streamers. By Alyssa Originals. Shoes by Capezio. 
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Left: Sacony “‘shorts’’ with matching 
blouse and collar. Right: Blue pedal push- 
ers with nautical blouse. Outfits by Sacony. 


Left: Yellow polished cotton sundress. 
Right: Cotton print sundress. Dresses are 
by Alyssa Originals. Shoes are by Capezio. 
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With the coming of hot, humid days, every woman 
»oks for cool comfort with the least amount of effort, when it 
s to dressing and keeping her personal appearance up to 
For the woman who wears the short pixie type of haircut or the 
ed over-the-head styles, there is little or no problem, but for the thousands 
»men who have medium length or long hair, there is a problem. 
ine of the easiest styles for long hair is the pony tail, swept up with a bow or 
b to hold it in place, or a braided crown. But in many instances these styles may 
»e too flattering. With the new trend for large curls and setting the hair with 
lers, beauticians can work wonders with cool new upsweep styles this summer. 
lus the fact that the styles are easy to keep after the initial styling. Shown on these 
s are new upsweep ideas for those with long hair. 











Whether dressed for evening Vaurice of California styles Soft roll and upsweep to side, 
or fun in the sun, this style pretty version of a side sweep, with soft large curls framing 
easily adapts to the occasion. with off-the-face, deep wave. face, offers dramatic styling. 


Modified version of pony 
tail shows soft bangs, 
with ends tucked under 
for sophisticated look. 
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Visit Paris Via TWA! 


Beautiful Paris, the world capital of art, 
music and fashion! How you'll enjoy 
the world-famous landmarks, the gay 




















sidewalk cafes, the fabulous shops! L 

TWA whisks you to glamorous Paris in <<. } . 

just a few hours. And you can include 

London and Brussels on this never-to-be- 

forgotten “dream trip.”” Make your 959 D on: PER 
dream a reality: enter EBONY’s 1959 on: RIP * ROP f 


Picturama Contest TODAY! 





Wouldn't you like apie 
one of these fabulous prizes? © 


2 WEEX TOUR TO LAS VEGAS 
BY WELCOME TOUR TRAVEL 


SERVICE OF CHICAGO 















Jair the ching cl IE chai a 4 

business! Miracle Tab, 11” paper capacity, 44 . 

exclusive FingerSpeed keys, 

ttt 

scans ° ‘These ace s0 maay things thas you have wanal SAN MMMEIIN dit begin : 

Three big swing-out shelves; two ice-ejector trays; may be your chance to get them. A hi-fi, a typewriter, a color TV, a poi 
big 2.1 cubic foot zero-degree freezer; TV, a motion picture camera...you might win any one of these. This year’s $1 

cemperature control; big 9.4 cubic foot refrigerator Picturama Contest is even easier than last year. Every member of the family 
section. An excellent refrigerator that would eater 20 that you can have more chances to win. Stat Gating sow and 


be a welcome addition to any home! Win yours! your Prize Contest Coupon. Get that prize you want! 





é 
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RYOWENTORE 70 EUROPE 


(OW WA jersTREAM 
Y§ 29), OO Picturama Contest! 


* JETSTREAM is co service mark owned by TWA exclusively 


NAME THIS FAMOUS PERSON 
| He’s a star of records, movies, the night 
clubs and TV. The son of a minister, his 
brother is an entertainer, his daughter’s 
mame is “Sweetie.”” Warm, throaty voice. 
‘Famous for ‘‘Straighten Up and Fly 
© Right.” The first Negro to have his own 
-network television show...which received 
“excellent reviews from the critics. 


ITS SIMPLE! 
| ITS FUN! 
| ANYONE CAN WIN! 


| Yes...you should be one of the big prize win- 
7 in this year’s $25,000 Picturama Contest. 
it could be a Cadillac or a mink coat or a trip 

Be Sarope. All you do to get complete details 

F is tell us the name of the famous personality 
| whose picture appears above. You just un- 
| scramble the picture and tell us who the person 
is. We will send you complete details. But act 

: _ today so you can win one of these 500 big prizes! 


‘a | The winners in last year’s big Picturama Con- 


| test were people just like you. They didn’t have 
amy previous experience and many of them had 





% tr entered a contest before. You have just 

Pid a chnsicl is shally else. You can enter 
Fe te yo Uk All youd ed in 
‘many Picturama Prize Contest Coupons as you 


wales, 5 enalmendentc FOR OFFICIAL ENTRY BLANK 
‘ality and send in the ariswer. But you must start 


Mow and enter EBONY’s Picturama Contest 
day! Send in your answer today! 


: A peice We : SEE CURRENT ISSUE EBONY 





























ASK YOUR OWN HAIRDRESSER WHY SHIM 
iS SO GOOD FOR YOUR HAIR CARE 





















Costs less than 1l¢ a day, because a 90¢ j 
lasts for three months. YOU CAN'T LOSE!" 
: SHIM helps prevent 
dryness, dendrufty, 
Sthates tone ly 





caused cracking, 
splitting ends. The 
loveliness of your 
hair depends on the 
care of your scalp. 
Easy tions on 
your jar 


THE BEST YET OR 


The 3 month size is only 90¢, 
NOT A CENT MORE. "Don't 
be an easy mark' Demand 
and get genuine SHIM at 
your own friendly drug store, 
or at your personal hair 
dressers or Barber. Fol- 
low the easy directions 
every day, between hair 


HAIR & SCALP FORMULA 
SHIM — Box 33, Brooklym 35, N.Y. U.S.A. 








YOUR MONEY BACK. 





GRAY 


anEpHAIR? 


nag A Color vw hair at Bo ew any 

yo t HAMPO-ROLOR. es 

lames French LF... wl by thousands since 
1908, gives wonderfully naturel look. Wash it on 
it won‘t streak or rub off. Permits permanent. 
Write mow for FREE booklet, 
Valligny Prod. Inc. Dept.70-X, 


ASTHMA 


'f you suffer asthma attacks, choke and wheeze, find 
sleep impossible because of the struggle to breathe . . 
try FRONTIER ASTHMA MEDICINE now! Get immediate, 
blessed relief from the dreaded of b 

asthma. Over 1 ——— bottles sold—FREE TRIAL bottle 
by return mail. You y nothing. Send nome and address 
now fo: FRONTIER ASTHMA "CO. 895-A, Frontier Bidg., 
462 Niagara Street, et, Buffalo 1, | 1, N.Y. 


MAKE HIM 





rsonal advice. 
nglewood, N.J. 













Try a few drops of FLAMING DE- 
SIRE . . a little behind your ears 
.. a little im your hair ae 

bit more in some place 
will give you that wonderful feeling 
all ever. This powerful perfume can 
give you that extra push with a man 
that will make = feel ae 
: about you. You will never 

be without it. Quantities are ‘imite 

se order FLAMING Desine now! Complete with ful! 
directions, only $2 (3 for $5) postpaid, or C. 
postage. if not delighted, ill send 

VANITY PRODUCTS, 

177 McLean Ave. onkers 5, N. Y. 


Genuine Human Hair 








SEND NO MONEY. Pay post- 
man on delivery plus postage. 


tills Rand Co., 2349 Milwaukee Ave., Dept. 1694, Chicago 47, Il 
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N LOS ANGELES. CALIF.. Traffic Judge Thomas L. Griffith delivered a luncheon 
speech on “the importance of observing traffic laws.” walked out to find his own 
car tagged for illegal parking. 


In Chicago. Ill.. thieves swiped a briefcase from an auto. later abandoned it intact 
after discovering it contained handcuffs. pictures and records of parole violators 
belonging to Illinois Parole Agent Alfred Cockrell. 

* 


a * 


In Detroit. Mich., when caught removing cash from a cleaning shop register. 
Henry Fannoy explained: “] wasn’t stealing a thing. I know the man who owns 


the place and | was just borrowing $5 from him.” 
* * + 


In Baltimore, Md.. Robert H. Lee won a divorce from his wife. Nanie, after he 
testified that she showed up from a shopping trip with two soldiers and tried to pass 
him off as her brother. 


In Augusta. Ga.. when asked for a description of her husband. whom she had 
warned police was out driving while drunk. a worried wife replied: “You won’t have 
any trouble finding him. He left home nude.” 


* % + 


In Ft. Worth. Texas. Judge J. C. Duval fined bathtub thief Randali E. Cook $100, 
then cut the fine in half and advised Cook to buy a tub with the other half with the 


“Cleanliness is next to Godliness.” 
% + a 


comment: 


In Toledo. Ohio. thieves ransacked the home of Rev. Curtis L. Thomas. escaped 
with $4.000 in loot while the minister was busy preaching on the theme: “Thou 
Shalt Not Steal.” 


In Philadelphia. Pa.. police wondered why Bernard L. Jones. 33, kept hanging 
around parking meters, figured they had the answer when they searched him and 


found two meter keys and $15.71—mostly in nickels. 
oa 4 + 


In Cincinnati. Ohio. 32-year-old Fred James Wilbon was arrested for taking $914 
from a loan company after both the company’s manager and a policeman identified 


him as a childhood classmate. 


In Natchez, Miss.. moonshiner Sam Smith explained to police that he set up his 
whiskey still in a pig pen because the natural odor covered up that of the liquor. 


* * + 
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Hollywood To Harlem 
(Continued from Page 12) 


which he titles Cello, and for which he 
yrote both words and music. The song is 
jedicated to Oscar’s young son, whose 
name is also Cello. 
Antoine Domino Jr., 10-year-old 
on of a cat better known as “Fats.” is 
jready following in his famous dad’s foot- 
steps. Junior, who also hits the keys and 
jelts a song, has joined pop for a father- 
son recording session. 


During a recent TV guest appear- 
ance, little Shirley Temple (now married 
and a mother) did the “Shim-Sham.” a 
dance Bill (Bojangles) Robinson taught 
her way back in her child-star days in 
Rebecca Of Sunnybrook Farm. She never 


forgot it. 


Arrangements on the latest Ahmad 
Jamal LP, his first with strings (16 of 
them—violins, violos and cellos) were 
made by an old friend, Joe Kennedy. 
Kennedy is currently a music teacher in 
the Richmond, Va. public school system. 


Jazz pianist Dave Brubeck has ad- 
mitted that his refusal to replace his Negro 
bass player, Eugene Wright, once cost him 
the biggest booking of his career. As a 
matter of fact, he feels that if he had been 
ofered a million dollars he still wouldn't 
agree to drop Gene. 


Cute singer Diahann Carroll is try- 
ing to learn foreign languages. To prove 
it she has included in her night club act 
several songs which she sings in French 
and Spanish. 


While in Hollywood, Sugar Ray 
Robinson made a special visit to the set of 
‘Rio Bravo” to meet his long-time movie 
hero, John Wayne. Sugar told Wayne that 
he throws the most professional punch he’s 
ever seen on the screen, wherein Wayne 
suggested they go a round or two. But his 
Sugarship thought better of the idea after 
taking in the six-foot plus size of his friend- 
ly challenger. 


Pianist Erroll Garner is now a 
blood-brother of the Navajos. His reward 
for introducing his jazz impressions to 
more than 1,000 tribesmen in concert at 
the remote Navajo Reservation in Arizona. 
Big Chief Garner was the first jazzman to 
ever honor his Indian brothers so. 


Lionel Hampton is considering a 
Private school in Harlem, featuring courses 
for kids who want to learn how to play the 
Vibes, 








so soft, shining... 
so naturally beautiful 


New Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 
thin, too-curly hair look longer in 
just 3 days! Contains extra-rich 
lanolin to relieve dry, itching scalp, 
make hair look longer, softer, shinier. 
Long-Aid gives hair a_ protective 
shield against dampness helps 
keep hair straighter, smoother! New 
miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 
tion, kills certain scalp bacteria... 
keeps hair fresh, clean-smelling. 
ONLY $1.00—Economy size $3.00. 


















TRY THESE OTHER AMAZING LONG-AID PRODUCTS: 


LONG-AID WHITE 
PRESSING COM- 
POUND — rich in 
lanolin and olive 
oil! Protects hair 
from dryness, burn 


LONG-AID BLEACH 
AND GLOW—wakes 


_ up dark, dull com- 


plexion! Conceals 
ugly blotches, blem- 
ishes while it 
bleaches. Guaran- 
tees lovelier, light- 
er skin. 

ONLY 75c plus tax 





LONG-AID HOT OIL 
TREATMENT—feeds 
dry, oil-starved scalp 
and hair with na- 
ture-rich lanolin. 
Helps restore life, 
natural beauty. Use 
hot or cold. 

ONLY 60c plus tax. 





REAM. ! 
sti, ing Preserves press = 
longer! Contains no 

stiff oils 

ONLY 60c plus tax 

LONG-AID SUL- 

PHUR—for abused. 

burned, itching 
R 4 scalp! Relieves scalp 
oto eczema, dandruff py 
woes Gives hair new FLOWING 
Se strength, elasticity HOT O!L 


Makes scalp feel 
healthy, alive! 
ONLY $1.00. 








LONG-AID FLOW- 
ING HOT OIL—en- 
riched with Vitamin 
A and lanolin for 
glossier, healthier 
hair . . condi- 
tioned from roots 
up. Protects against 
dryness. ONLY 
$1.00 plus tax. 








LONG-AID DAN- 
DRUFF REMOVER 
SHAMPOO—washes 
away dandruff! 
Lanolin-rich — 
leaves dry, oily- 
limp hair easy-to- 
manage, with new 
life and lustre. 
ONLY 69c. 


Please rush me Long-Aid products checked below, cash, check or money order enclosed. 


(] Long-Aid Sulphur $1.00 no tax. 
[] Long-Aid Hot Oil Treatment 66c in- 


cluding tax. 
() Long-Aid Flowing Hot Oil $1.10 in- 

cluding tax. 
() Long-Aid Bleach and Glow 83c in- 

cluding tax. 
(1 or send C.0.D. 


r Long-Aid Co., Dept. 2-F, P.O. Box 2505, Memphis 2, Tenn. 
g 
E (1) Long-Aid with K-7, Regular size $1.10 
s including tax. (] Large Economy size 
: $3.30 including tax. 
g CJ Long-Aid White Pressing Compound 
a 66c including tax. 
B (C Long-Aid Dandruff Remover Shampoo 
§ 69c no tax. 
8 
’ Name ss 
g Address 

City 


— State. 


See eS SS See SEMAIL NO RISK COUPON NOW a ee ee 
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My In-Laws Spelled Poison 


(Continued from Page 37) 


Returning home to find Lucille com- 
pletely recovered, I turned away from Ma 
Bradley’s laughter and darting eyes, and 
pretended not to listen when she said slur- 
ring things that made our lovemaking seem 
sordid and dirty. 

We had agreed that David and I would 
live in my old apartment until we found 
just the right place, and I was glad to get 
away from her prying eyes. 

But if I thought that the fact that we 
lived on opposite sides of town mattered, 
I was due for a hasty awakening. We saw a 
lot of Ma Bradley, Lucille and Penny. We 
hadn’t been married more than a week 
when David came over to my desk at work 
and said he had dropped by his mother’s. 
“She said if I wanted her to, she’d go over 
to our place and have dinner ready for us 
when we got home from work, so I gave her 
my key. You don’t mind, d’you, sweet- 
heart?” 

What could I say? Assuring myself that 
I had to share David a little with his 
mother, I smiled and said, “Of course not, 
David. It’s our home, isn’t it?” 

He winked and walked away whistling. 
! chastised myself for resenting his mother 
and her “friendly” overtures. 

As Terry and I walked up the steps that 
evening. we found that Lucille and Penny 
had come along with his mother. Penny 
was playing with the brightly-painted cigar 
box in which Mama had kept her insurance 
policy. She had also been given my sewing 
box and was busy twining the threads into 
hopelessly untwinable messes. “We had to 
give her something to keep her quiet,” 
Lucille said defensively. I knew they could 
have brought a doll of Penny’s along with 
them, but I smiled. I even smiled later 
when Penny splattered milk all over my 
best table cloth that Ma had dug up and 
sO magnanimously spread over the table for 
our “celebration.” 

We dined on half-burned fried chicken, 
French fried potatoes, sliced tomatoes, and 
store bought angel cake. Is this her idea of 
an old-fashioned homecooked meal? I 
seethed. but I held my tongue. After din- 
ner, I did the dishes and a little while later 
they went home. 

Ma Bradley didn’t bother to repeat the 
act. I knew that her curiosity was satisfied. 
We kept in touch, however, and once week- 
ly. David and I paid them a call or David 
brought them by our apartment. 


FTER WE HAD BEEN married about 

six months, we found a two-apartment 
Because David felt his mother 
would be unhappy away from her friends, 
we took special pains to buy a house in Ma 
Bradley’s neighborhood. 
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house. 


When I told Mary Vaughan that we’d 
found a house, she surprised me by say- 
ing: “We’ve been friends for a long time 
and I know this has nothing to do with me 
directly. But I want you and David to be 
happy.” she eyed me strangely, as if seek- 
ing some courage to go on. “Stay where 
you are. Don’t move in with David’s fam- 
ily. David’s been supporting them long 
enough; he has allowed them to be para- 
sites because he loves them. Ma Bradley 
probably gets some kind of pension, her 
husband worked for the railroad for years. 
And a friend of mine told me for a fact 
that Lucille got a good insurance settle- 
ment and probably will be compensated 
for Penny’s schooling.” 

Patiently, I explained to Mary that 
David wanted to do for his family. “He 
isn’t happy if he thinks we are not united. 
He’d worry himself sick if they were sep- 
arated. No, Mary. I can’t ask him to 
choose.” I replied. “I know my husband. 
if the shoe were on the other foot, he 
wouldn’t ask me to make a choice.” 

Quite unexpectedly, the doctor told me I 
was a month and a half pregnant the week 
we started to move in the house. David and 
I decided Ma Bradley should have the 
downstairs because she suffered with rheu- 
matism. Mary helped me clean the dingy 
walls in the upstairs apartment, and said. 
“Of course it will be all right with you to 
have to climb these steps when you're 
heavy with the baby. while Lucille and 
Mrs. Bradley take it easy downstairs.” 

“T know.” I answered, “but you know 
how I hate to keep up disturbances. I'll be 
fine.” If I’d had courage enough to bring 
things to a head then. I might have saved 
myself. David and the others untold heart- 
break. 


WE CALLED OUR first-born David Jr. 

—Davey for short. He looked so much 
like his father with dark brown hair and 
hazel eyes. David was wild with pride. “I'll 
bet his eyes get dark like mine did as I got 
in my teens.” he’d Jaugh. And Id tease. 
“You know your eyes are still hazel, David, 
that’s what made me flip over you in the 
first place.’ We were so happy that I 
vowed to love—not tolerate—Ma Bradley. 
But her poison tongue made it almost im- 
possible. 

She made numerous sick calls and at- 
tended wakes, and people murmured that 
she was wearing that holy cloak so it would 
be easy to get into family secrets. 

No living thing in her eyesight or ear- 
shot was excluded from her gossip. When 
a new family moved into the neighbor- 
hood, she’d rush over with a neighborly 
handshake and hastily report to the other 


neighbors the type of furniture they had 
whether or not they had painted the kitchey 
and what she thought of the way their olde 
child behaved. Her treatment even jy 
cluded following them to the grocery stop 
to check on their food preference. 

And if someone rebuffed her prying, sy 
raged: “Well, I guess I shouldn’t try to} 
neighborly. They must have some deep, 
dark reason to try to hide their person, 
affairs.” 

It got to the point where young wives m 
age would not associate with me becany 
of her. I remember one girl I becam 
friendly with in the market, but when sh 
dropped in for a visit, Ma Bradley brok 
speed records getting upstairs, and dro 
her into a shell with prying questions anj 
her acid tongue. The next time I ran iny 
her on the street, she nodded hurriedly. 
and called back to me: “T’ll be seeing you 
sometime.” She never did, of course, and 
neither did the others with whom I tried 
to be friendly. 

My protective feeling toward Lucilk 
turned successively to scepticism and 
scorn. “Poor Lucille.” submerged in self. 
pity. before long started leaving Penn 
with me while she spent her afternoons in 
neighborhood joints. When she’d come 
back hours later to get Penny. almost al: 
ways a bit boozed up, Ma Bradley excused 
her. “Poor thing, she is so unhappy. Never 
was a strong child, either.” It was unfor. 
tunate that she could not have the same 
attitude of understanding and mercy when 


the shoe was on one of her neighbor’s feet. | 


I could just hear her version of a similar 
tale if it involved someone else. “And that 
hussy with a pretty young child too, spend- 
ing all her time hopping from bar to bar. 
I’m telling you I don’t know what this 
younger generation is coming to.” But this 
bit of gossip was exempt. 

Once I said to David: “Your mother 
knows Lucille is as strong as a_ horse. 
Who’s she fooling?” 

“Ma just wants to make up for some of 
Lucille’s heartbreak, that’s all.” he said. 
“Try to be patient with her.” 

When Davie was almost two years old, | 
gave birth to a little girl, Darlene. With this 
addition to our family, I decided that | 
would make an all-out effort to make us all 
a big. happy family and be more under 
standing with Ma Bradley. I tried to laugh 
with her about the harmless gossip she car- 
ried and pretended I didn’t know the real 
meaning of the vicious gossip. But this be- 
havior did not seem to dent her—TI guess 
she just wasn’t going to change. Still | 
held off until the time of the ironing ma- 
chine incident. 

I always liked to wash, but I detested 
ironing. Every Tuesday I dreaded the 
hours I knew I’d have to spend doing 
David’s shirts, but I made it a point never 
to complain. Instead. I saved up bits of my 
household money and when Darlene was 
eight months old, I had more than the 
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on a modest ironer. I 


down payment 
didn't object when Ma Bradley brought 
ame of her things and Lucille’s things up 
week after week. But it seemed each week 
her load grew larger. One day at dinner, 
[ suggested to Terry that she was welcome 
to my old steam iron which she could 
yse on things like blouses and slips and I 
would do a few larger pieces from time to 
time. 

A couple of nights later, when Ma Brad- 
ley had come up for coffee and dessert as 
ysual, she looked from me to David and 
said in a voice that always won David: “I! 
never thought Jessie minded my putting a 
few things in with hers on ironing day. 
She has such a lovely ironer.” 

David looked at both of us rather help- 
lessly and tried to apologize. “It isn’t that 
at all, Ma,” 
just thought it would be easier for you.” 

Cowardly, I pretended I heard Darlene 
crying and slipped quietly into the bed- 
rom. When I returned, Ma Bradley had 
left and David explained: “Ma said she 
does not want your old steam iron, she 
would continue to use her old flat iron, even 
if it does take hours and won’t bother you 
about your ironer.” I knew he didn’t mean 


he said defensively, “Jessie 


to accuse me, that he was just echoing 
exactly what his mother said before she 
went downstairs, but I couldn’t help it, | 
exploded. 

Loudly, so she would be sure to hear, I 
scathed : 
your mother says or does. 


“IT don’t give a hoot about what 
I'm sick 
handling her as if she were a fine piece of 
china or something. I’m also fed up to the 
brim of looking after the child of your 
joint-hopping sister. Why don’t you face 
it, David? They are self-loving, hard peo- 


of 


ple who are satisfied only when they are 
I'm sick to 
death of living with them, coddling them, 
of your mother’s gossiping and watching 


mooching off someone else. 


them eat and mooch us out of house and 
home!” 

My breath had given out by then, and | 
was soon aware that David sat as if he had 
been hypnotized into stillness. Then, slow- 
ly, he rose from the table, his usually kind 
eyes narrowed and cold. “Finish baby,” he 
said, his voice rising like a crescendo, “Fin- 
ish! Why don’t you add that you are tired 
most of me?” 

It was so unfair, his talking like that. 
So juvenile, that for a moment, I meant 
the words that seemed to be coming out 
against my will: 

“All right,” I leaned toward him, “If you 
want to hear it. I am sick of you. I thought 
[had married a real man—who wanted to 
return my love and love the children | 
bore him. But you’re no man and all you 
wanted was a housekeeper. Someone to 
Placate your mother’s whims and play sec- 
ond fiddle to your family.” 

I closed my eyes then, expecting the ter- 
ror in David’s eyes to explode into violence, 
and steeled myself for a sting across my 


cheeks. But David got up. the door crashed 
behind him, and I cried from exhaustion, 
fear, uncertainty and despair. 


HE NEXT DAY. David had not 
turned home. At dinnertime, Ma Brad- 
ley was in front of the house, looking up at 


re- 


our living-room windows, a satisfied expres- 
sion on her face. I could almost hear her 
telling anyone who bothered to listen, “That 
nagging hussy drove my son from his own 
home with her nagging. and he didn’t come 
home all night.” 

For what seemed the zillioneth time, I 
muttered under my breath, “I despise that 
old hen.” 

Going out into the kitchen where the 
kids were finishing their supper, I turned to 
Penny’s question, “Has Mama come home 
yet, Auntie Jessie?” 

I watched her spoon the last of her but- 
terscotch pudding and drain her milk glass 
and answered, “No, but your grandmother 
has.” She carefully folded her napkin, 
picked up her used dishes and put them on 
the sink. went over and kissed Davie and 
Darlene goodnight and came over to me. 
Hugging me about the legs, she looked up 
into my eyes and I swept her into my arms. 
Instantly I felt guilty about what I'd said 
to David about her. It wasn’t Penny I re- 
sented. She was a wonderfully well-mean- 
ing child and so loving to Davie and Dar- 
lene. It was her mother’s neglect of her I 
abhorred. 

“You’ve been a sweet girl today.” I said, 
stroking her short-cut bangs. She leaned 
against me in that loving way children 
have. “Penny, Penny.” Ma Bradley called 
from below, and she flew off like a dart. 

It was midnight before David staggered 
in, and it was the first time I had seen him 
“Well, ain’t this a pretty picure. 
for the she’s 


drunk. 
Wife waiting 
ack Or... 

I knew David was drunk because I'd hurt 
him deeply. I feared I'd destroyed some- 


up husband 


thing wonderful between us in my moment 
[ went over and put my arms 
about his neck. “Oh, David 
what has happened to us?” I started to 
sob softly. 

His answer was thick-tongued. “Wanna’ 
know? F’real? We’re sick to our guts of 
each other. That’s what’s happened.” He 


of anger. 
sweetheart, 


turned and swaggered through the bed- 
room door. I heard his body hit the bed 
with a loud thud and a few minutes later 
heard him snoring. I slept on the couch 
that night. 

The next morning, I made him a cup of 
strong, black coffee, wakened him and put 
it in his hand. He lowered his eyes in 
shame. “I’m sorry, Jessie,” he said. 

“I’m sorry, too, darling,” I said. 

He pulled me down beside him and mur- 
mured, “I love you, Jessie, I don’t know 
what I’d do if I lost you.” 

I nodded, “I do too, David, Oh you know 


I love you.” 
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(nd as the children slept peacefully. he 
claimed me with the gentle sweetness that 
was ours on the honeymoon that seemed so 
long past. 

For a while. the old closeness came back, 
and we tried to pretend it was enough. But 
we both knew we were only making be- 
lieve, and things would never really be all 
right until the strange, leech-like hold of 
Lucille and Ma _ Bradley was _ forever 


broken. 


A S IS OFTEN the unpredictable way of 

Fate, Lucille was the weapon used to 
dent the bond. Weak Lucille, drowning in 
self pity and in drink. Running away from 
life—to the nearest bar. Using whatever of- 
fered itself to make up for her lack of love. 
David did not know of her daytime es- 
capades: Ma Bradley kept tight-lipped 
when it came to Lucille’s comings and 
goings. The first he heard of it was when 
I'd called her a barfly. 

[ was accustomed to Lucille just send- 
ing Penny upstairs when she was ready to 
leave for the day, so I was startled one day 
to see Lucille standing with Penny when 
the knock sounded on my door. 

“T want to talk to you. alone. for a 
moment.” 

“Sure Lucille, come on in.” 

Sitting down heavily, Lucille refused 
coffee, looked around wildly a moment be- 
fore she said: 

“Stop bustling around, won’t you? I 
want to talk to you.” 

I stopped pouring the cup of coffee I was 
making myself and sat down. 

Lucille wasted no time. “I’m going to 
have a baby.” she blurted. “What in the 
world can I do?” 

“Get married,” I answered evenly. “It 
will be good for you.” 

“Oh get wise, will you? I—I’m not sure 
who the father is. And even if I was, why 
should he marry me—now? Ma’s been 
telling me this would happen. She’s been 
calling me a no-good tramp for months. 
What’ll I do? I’ve no one to turn to. Ma, 
well, you don’t know her. She hates you, 
me, everybody.” 

“You'll have to tell her.” I said. “You 
know this is something you can’t hide for 
long.” 

“That’s why I came, to ask you if you'll 
take care of Penny while I go off some- 
place to get rid of it.” 

“Oh. no!” I cried. “You wouldn’t do 
that.” 

“T can’t think of any other way,” she 
She laid her head on the table and 
let the tears come freely. 

! called David and told him bluntly what 
the problem was. He was home in fifteen 
minutes. He was shocked and disappointed, 
but he took the helm of the family’s rock- 
ing ship. 


said. 


“Why?” he broke in once, exasperated, 
letting emotion get the best of his reason. 

“T was lonely,” Lucille said. “Lots of 
54 


times I had nice dates. but Ma drove *em 
off with that tongue of hers.” 

“Don’t go blaming Ma.” David 
“She brought us up to be decent.” 

The session was stormy. But David was 
unyielding. There would be no abortion; 
we would help her and stand by her. 

But we all had underestimated Ma’s 
malice. We put all the children in bed 
that night before we told her. Spite, rage 
and hatred spewed forth unceasingly. I 
was silent. sickened. 

She interpreted my silence as smugness 
and started on me. “Happy, aren’t you? 
Glad my family’s seeing its darkest day. 
aren't you? Why don’t you stop sitting 
there trying to look concerned and say 
what you’re thinking? You’re glad it hap- 
pened and smirking because you were 
lucky enough to get David to marry you 
so you could get what you wanted without 
having to worry.” 

In a flash I saw David’s palm splatter 
against Ma Bradley’s face. “You take that 
back.” he ordered. his voice cold and 
deadly. 

“You hit me.” she whimpered. “My own 
son.” 

“Apologize to Jessie. this minute!” 

She mumbled, “I didn’t mean it.” It was 
as near to an apology as she could come. 
“Forget it.” I said, too embarrassed and 
ashamed to look up. 

She turned and walked out of the door 
without another word. 

But none of us dreamed of the pride 
within her that had been crushed and the 
revenge she was to take. 

The first inkling came one day in the 
supermarket when I heard two of the girls 
on the block whispering loudly: “The old 
lady says she’s afraid for her life around 
her own son. Says he knocked her down 
the other night. And as hard as she tried 
to be a good mother. her own daughter .. .” 

I didn’t wait to finish my shopping. Pay- 
ing for the things I already had in my 
basket. I hurried home. 

Lucille was in her fifth month, and had 
been staying upstairs in our apartment 
sometime during the day. I tried to hide 
the expression on my face, but by the time 
I laid my parcels down on the kitchen 
table, the avalanche of gossip that Ma 
Bradley had lowered on our heads had left 
me in a state of nerves. I couldn’t hold 
back the flood of tears. Lucille iound me 
that way. 

“What’s the trouble?” 

In a tide, the words poured out. I was 
hardly aware that every ounce of feeling 
seemed to leave Lucille’s “My 
mother’s wrath turned even against me.” 

To this day, I’m sorry I was so worked up 
I told her what happened. 

But she only said, “I’m not hurt. really. 
I’m glad to know what’s going on.” 

And then she went into my bedroom, 
flung herself across the bed and wept as 
though her heart was breaking. I gave her 
a couple of aspirins and in a few hours she 


said. 


eyes. 


felt better. She ate dinner with David and 
me, said she was going downstairs. Behing 
David’s back she shook her head to wan 
me not to tell him what happened anj 
went home. The next time I saw her she 
was dead. 

It was later revealed that Lucille haj 
deliberately stepped in front of a car late 
that same evening. She was rushed to the 
hospital. and both she and the baby wer 
sacrificed in a moment of despair. The 
doctors said her last words were. “Tel 
Jessie to take care of my baby.” 

But the fact that Lucille had planned ty 
take her own life was further establishe 
when investigating police came across , 
note hidden in her bedroom. It repeated 
the fact that she wanted us to take Penny 
asking that we be appointed “guardian 
of my baby.” There was money from he 
Jate husband’s insurance to take care oj 
Penny’s support and “to pay my brother 
back for the years I sponged off him.” One 
bitter line was for her mother: “To m 
mother I leave one dollar. to pay her hun. 
dred-fold for the excess of love she poured 
on me.” 

We buried Lucille and took Penny home, 
Ma Bradley? With Lucille’s death. she be. 
gan to reap the harvest of her malicious 
ness. Her “friends” batted the juicy gos. 
sip about her back and forth like a ball on 
a jai-a-lai bat. The folks who had been 
objects of her gossip reveled in the oppor. 
tunity to make her suffer. 

We tried to urge her to come upstairs 
more. but she refused. withdrawing into 
herself like a hermit. One day. after a pe. 
riod of two days passed without my even 
seeing her come in or out of her place, | 
took the liberty of going into the house 
when she didn’t answer my knock. What! 
saw shook me almost to the point of hys 
teria. Ma Bradley was huddled in a ball 
on the floor, where she’d tripped on a throw 
rug. I called an ambulance, and rode with 
her to the hospital. The doctor said she'd 
had a stroke, probably just as she stepped 
onto the rug. Her hip was broken. and she 
was not able to speak. 


HAT WAS SEVERAL months ago. 

David found she had over eight thov- 
sand dollars in the bank, the accumulation 
of years of steady saving. He couldn't be- 
lieve it. “She always told me she didn’t 
have a cent. Why’d she lie to me, my own 
mother?” he said. “If anyone had told 
me she would lie to me .. .” 

We go to see her in the hospital, and at 
times she will say hello by squeezing our 
hands. At other times, she doesn’t even 
know us. 

But the sadness in her eyes makes us 
feel she is paying for the poison she 
brought to the lives of so many others. 

And I pray God that He forgives her. 
not for any of our sakes—for we have 
moved to another part of town and are pick- 
ing up life anew—but for her own sake. 
And in His mercy, I feel He already has. 


THE END 


It 
ting | 
Calvi 
neat 
clean 
own | 

Ne 
ing f 
into 
room 


was | 
out 
talke 
cigal 
kisse 
the ] 

St 
Calv 
han 
sear 
This 
[tri 
rem 
this 
frig 
all. 


he 1 
all 
and 
saic 
mal 


ria} 
frig 
une 
anc 
anc 


like 


tle 
he 


ce] 





David and 
rs. Behing 
da to War 
ened anj 


w her she 


icille had 
t car late, 
1ed to the 


aby were 
air. The 
re, “Tel 


lanned tp 
tablishes 
Across 4 
repeated 
to Penny. 
ruardians 
from her 
' Care 9 
' brother 
im.” One 
“Te my 
her hun. 
€ poured 


ny home, 
. she be. 
alicious. 
icy Z0s- 
| ball on 
ad been 
P oppor. 


upstairs 
ng into 
er a pe- 
ny even 
place, | 
> house 
What | 
of hys. 
a ball 
1 throw 
Je with 
1 she'd 
tepped 
nd she 


; ago. 

thou- 
lation 
n't be- 
didn’t 
y own 


told 


nd at 
g our 
even 


es US 
she 
her. 
have 
pick- 
sake. 
has. 
<ND 





Last Chance To 
Keep Him 


(Continued from Page 21) 


It seemed strange, undressing and put- 
ting on My prettiest gown and going into 
(alvin’s room. He always kept things so 
neat in there that I had seldom gone in to 
clean up before. He would even change his 
own linen most of the time. 

Now, there I stood in the doorway, 
ing frightened and foolish, about to climb 
into bed with a man who yesterday was a 
roomer and tonight was my husband. 

Calvin must have sensed my fears, for he 
was patient and didn’t rush to put the light 
out or anything. We just lay there and 
talked awhile and he smoked a couple of 
cigarets. Then he took me in his arms and 
kissed me and reached up and turned off 
the light. 

Suddenly, there in the darkness 
Calvin’s warm mouth on my throat and his 
hands caressing my body, I was more 
sared than ever. This is it! I thought! 
This is the part Mary Belle talked about. 
[tried to be grownup about it. I tried to 
remember that I was Calvin’s wife now and 
this was supposed to happen. But I was 
frightened and cried and didn’t like it at 
all. 

Calvin saw how terrible it was for me so 
he tried to console me and tell me it was 
all right and that I would be okay later on, 
and he didn’t act at all the way Mary Belle 
said her husband acted the night they got 
married. 


feel- 


with 


VERYTHING WAS FINE for us after 

that except the physical part of mar- 
riage. Somehow I couldn’t help being 
frightened and tense and cold. I couldn’t 
understand it really, because I loved Calvin 
and I wanted him to kiss me and touch me 
and hold me in his arms, but I just didn’t 
like going all the way. 

After a while, Calvin seemed to get a lit- 
tle angry about the way I acted, but then 
he seemed to get over it and either didn’t 
bother me too often or else would just ac- 
cept my coldness. 

I tried to be the best wife I could to make 
up to Calvin about the way I was at night. 
I made new curtains for the house and 
bought a big cookbook and learned to fix 
all kinds of things. And it was 
Saturdays and Sundays when we would go 
to the movies or on picnics in the park, or 
—after Calvin bought a new car—for long 
rides in the country. Being married then 
was just the most wonderful thing in the 
world, 

But some week ends Calvin didn’t want 
to get up early and go any place. He just 
wanted to read and lie around in bed. He 
wanted me to stay there with him. but | 
would always get up as quickly as I could 
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and find some work to do around the house 
or go shopping. Then Calvin would get 
angry with me, although he wouldn’t just 
come out and say anything, and I would 
feel miserable. 

“Maybe we ought to go to see Doctor 
Hawkins about you, Gloria,” Calvin said 
one Sunday morning when I had had a cry- 
ing spell about staying in bed with him. 
“I’ve read about women who were frigid. 
who didn’t like making love to their hus- 
bands.” 

“But I do like making love to you, Cal- 
vin.” I cried. “I mean—lI like everything 
but when you actually—” 

“That’s what I’m talking about,” Calvin 
cut in. “We’re in love and we’re married. 
You’re supposed to want me as much as I 
want you, and you don’t. Let’s see Doctor 
Hawkins.” 

“Oh, no, Calvin, I couldn’t do that!” I 
protested. Talk about a thing like that with 
I'd be embarrassed to death. 
“lll try to do better. darling, honest,” I 
told my husband. 

But I didn’t do any better, and I couldn’t 
hardly even try. So pretty soon it got so 
Calvin didn’t hardly bother me at all. I 
liked marriage much better after that, ex- 
cept we didn’t seem to have as much fun 
together as we did at first. Calvin worked 
long hours and read a lot and watched tele- 
vision. He seemed to be withdrawing to 
himself, and I didn’t like that. 


somebody ? 


DON’T KNOW WHEN I must have 

suspected another woman. Maybe it was 
after he started staying later and later at 
the garage, or when all of a sudden he 
hardly said anything at all to me when he 
came home at night. And a lot of times, 
when | suggested going out some place, he 
would just sigh and shrug his shoulders 
ind say: “I’m too tired, Gloria. Let’s make 
it some other night, okay?” And we never 
made it. 

Maybe it was just a wife’s suspicion, set- 
ting in at the end of the first year of a 
marriage that even in my girlish innocence 
knew was going on the rocks. 

\t first, I tried to tell myself that I was 
just being foolish, that Calvin really was 
working late at the garage at night. But 
when his delay at getting home became 
more and more frequent, and Calvin’s eyes 
seemed to avoid me whenever we talked, | 
was sure at last something terrible was 
happening. 

\fter that, I wasn’t too long finding it out 
or sure. It happened late one afternoon 
when | made up my mind I would go down 
to the garage and see Calvin. I had a feel- 
ing that it was a foolish thing to do, but 
then, why was it? If Calvin was there work- 
ing, | would just tell him that I was down- 
town shopping and stopped by hoping he 
could give me a ride home. If he wasn’t at 
the garage and he wasn’t at home when I 
got there, well— 
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I didn’t count on what actually hap- 
pened. I guess it was just one of those 
crazy coincidences. They were coming out, 
getting into Calvin’s car just as I turned 
the corner near the garage. I stepped back 
quickly into the shadows, not wanting to 
believe it was actually Calvin I saw, open- 
ing the door for the tall, shapely brown girl 
in the skin-tight dress. But there was no 
mistake about it. I was close enough to 
hear their voices. 

“You know you shouldn’t have come here 
today. Vivian.” Calvin was saying. 

“T just got lonesome waiting for you to 
come by. Besides, now we can get an earlier 
start over to Midlothian now that you don’t 
have to drive all the way out to my house to 
pick me up.” The girl’s voice was warm 
and soft, yet her words tore at my heart like 
the steel blade of an axe. 

I pressed myself hard against the door- 
way of the building, and the tears flowed 
down my cheeks. 


OR THREE WEEKS after that I tried 


to get up enough courage to tell Calvin 





I THREW MY HEART 
TO THE WIND 
I threw my heart to the wind. 
I thought you had gone to stay. 
And now that you have returned. 
The wind has blown my heart away. 


So listen in the quiet of the night. 

Over land. ocean or sea. 

The crying of the nightwind. 

Is the heart that once belonged to me. 
—Estella Hunt 





that I knew he was seeing another woman, 
but somehow I couldn’t find the words, and 
his mounting indifference to my very exist- 
ence only infuriated me further. But more 
than anything else, I was frightened. I 
loved Calvin. He was all I had. And I didn’t 
want to lose him to another woman. Yet. 
was she offering him what I couldn’t—a 
free and warm and exciting love? I had to 
find some way to fight this woman—some 
way. 

But I didn’t really think up a plan; I just 
sort of stumbled up on it. I guess I had 
made myself nearly sick with worry about 
Calvin, so that one morning I really did get 
ill while I was out in the kitchen scram- 
bling eggs for breakfast. When Calvin 
noticed, he came rushing over to me. “What 
on earth’s the matter, Gloria?” he asked. 

“I—I don’t know.” I managed to gasp. “I 
just feel all sick inside.” 

“Come on,” he said, leading me toward 
the bedroom, “you lie down and I'll call 
Dr. Hawkins.” 

“Tl be all right as soon as I catch my 
breath,” I protested. 

“No, you lie down,” Calvin insisted. He 


was paying more attention to me now thay 
he had done in two months. 

I finally convinced him I was feeling be, 
ter, and he went on to work, but that nigh 
he came home early and wanted to kno 
right off how I was feeling. 

By pretending that my illness was reall 
physical rather than something caused }y 
worry—the way I knew it was—I manage 
to keep Calvin coming home early for thre 
days, and I thought to myself: /’m getting 
him back. He really does love me. 

But I couldn’t go on pretending I wa 
sick forever. Calvin would sooner or late; 
call Dr. Hawkins. and surely he could tej 
I was faking. 

And then, on the morning of the fifth, a 
if in answer to my dilemma. Calvin smiled 
across the breakfast table at me and said: 
“You know what, Gloria. P’ll bet you'r 
pregnant.” His grin was a mile wide. 

My amazement at Calvin’s medical diag. 
nosis was coupled with a shocking realiza. 
tion. This was the way to hold him! Cal. 
vin must have wanted a child badly; it 
showed now in his face. Sure, I would only 
be bargaining for time, but pretending | 
was going to have a baby would keep him 
home nights, and I would have months in 
which to find some permanent way to keep 
him out of that woman’s hands. 

“I—T’ll go see Dr. Hawkins about it.” | 
murmured. 

“Good. I'll go with you.” Calvin said. 

“Oh, no.” I protested. “I can go by 
myself.” 


\ ND SO began my deception. For weeks 
~™ Calvin talked of almost nothing else ex- 
cept the baby. He wanted to pick out 
names and a baby bed and make my old 
room into a nursery. 

“But it takes a long time to have a baby. 
Calvin.” I reminded him in the middle of 
his feverish planning. 

Calvin stopped, as if he had thought it 
might be next week or next month. and 
then took me in his arms, tenderly, as in the 
first days of our marriage. And I found 
the warmth and comfort of him so wonder- 
ful that for the first time in our marriage 
[ did not feel the fears and tensions in 
lovemaking. Not that I really enjoyed it. 
but I told myself. It’s better having him 
here with me than somewhere with her! 

Life became wonderful again. [ felt like 
trying new recipes and moving the furni- 
ture and doing a million and one little 
things around the house. Only I had to be 
careful; Calvin expected me to take care 
of my “delicate condition.” That was the 
only thing that bothered me now: the lie | 
was living every day in order to keep Cal- 
vin’s love. But I tried not to think toe much 
about that. 

And then the bubble of unreality burst 
as suddenly as it had formed. It came apart 
the afternoon Calvin stormed into the house 
unexpectedly, his eyes shooting fire. 
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what on earth are you doing 


“Calvin. 
yere this time of day- 
isn’t it. Gloria. 


* | started. 
“Tt’s a lie. It’s a lie about 
the baby?” 

“Calvin!” 

“Dr. Hawkins just brought his car into 
the garage and I mentioned the baby to 
He didn’t know what I was talking 
Gloria. You're a 


him. 
about. 
dirty little liar.” 

Angry tears splashed over my cheeks as I 
velled back at him. “Don’t call me names, 
Calvin Jacobs. I know about you and that 
_that Vivian woman. I saw you with her.” 

“All right.” Calvin snapped. “What did 
you expect me to do when you acted like 
vou had rather die than have me touch 
vou? You weren’t a woman the way a man 
You were just a little girl 


You lied to me, 


needs a Woman. 
playing house.” 

“You don’t love me.” I cried. 
married me because Aunt Sadie wanted you 
to and you could stay in this house.” I was 
sorry as soon as I said it. I didn’t even 
really believe it. But I was hurt and angry 
and I had to say something. 

“All right.” Calvin shouted. “All right. 
Then you can have this damned house and 


“You just 


you can have your precious bed all to your- 
self.” 

He was out of the door as quickly as he 
had come in. 

I guess I have had hysterics or 
something after that. All I know is I cried 
and cried and cried until it was dark. When 
midnight, I 


must 


Calvin didn’t come home by 
cried some more. 
Calvin hasn’t come back yet. Maybe he 


will, when he finds out now that I really am 


pregnant. I didn’t know myself until a 
week after he walked out. Dr. Hawkins 
came by to find out what Calvin meant 


about us having a baby and me seeing him, 
terrible I looked 
from crying and grieving over Calvin, he 
gave me a thorough examination. I thought 
[had been getting sick in the mornings just 
because I was worried again. 

I couldn’t help breaking down and ery- 
ing when I was with Dr. Hawkins. 
finally I told him the whole story of what 


and when he saw how 


and 


happened between Calvin and me. 

“I've been your family’s doctor for a long 
time, Gloria. You know you should have 
come to me before this.” 

“I couldn’t, Dr. 
just couldn’t.” 


He gave me something to make me sleep 


I sobbed. “T 


Hawkins,” 


and some other medicine, but not before we 
had talked a long while about what had 
started the trouble 
“A lot of times these things 
worked out,” Dr. Hawkins said. 
ing the baby may help.” 
So now I sit alone. 


in my marriage. 
can be 


“Even hav- 


waiting for my baby, 
walting for my husband to come back, wait- 
ing for another chance—the last chance. 


THE END 


Today—all over America women are discovering 


No Douche Protects Like Zonitors 


Gynecologist reports on new, easy, more positive method 
of Feminine Hygiene—provides continuous protection. 











At last, science has developed 
a method of feminine hygiene 
a woman can use with confi- 
dence because it gives the 
germicidal protection of an 
antiseptic douche— but does 
it immediately and for a pro- 
longed period—as no douche 
can. So quick and easy, this 
new method depends on re- 
markable vaginal supposito- 
ries, called Zonitors. 

Once inserted, Zonitors dis- 
solve gradually, coating tis- 
sues with a protective film 
which lasts for hours — and 
are ready to work instantly. 
Zonitors guard against — de- 
stroy odors completely, too— 
helping to maintain a high 
degree of comfort, conven- 
ience, safety and "personal 
daintiness not possible with 
douches. 

Zonitors’ amazing effective- 
ness is due to one of the most 
potent antiseptic principles 
ever developed—the discovery 
of a prominent surgeon and 
chemist. 


Doctor's Discovery—Hospital Proved! 
Zonitors were thoroughly 
tested in a large Eastern hos- 
pital. The supervising gyne- 


cologist pronounced them un- 
usually effective, yet safe and 
non-irritating. They are now 
available without prescrip- 
tion in local drugstores. 

Zonitors are greaseless and 
stainless — cost little for 12 
dainty, snow white vaginal 
suppositories, individually 
packed to carry conveniently 
in a purse. 





+ 
Dunbar Laboratories, : 
Mountain View, N.J., Dept. T-10 4 
Please send me trial supply of : 
Zonitors and new booklet giving + 
complete intimate facts (mailed in + 
plain wrapper). I enclose 10¢ to ' 
cover handling. ; 
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Good Girl, Bad Company 


(Continued from Page 39) 


envying her all the while. Every time she 
came in the bartender had half a dozen 
messages for her from men who’d phoned 
xr stopped in looking for her; and it 
seemed she never ran out of new escorts to 
buy her dinner and drinks. 

On this particular day, Patsy was seated 
at the other end of the bar from me, chat- 
ting with two slick characters who looked 
like racketeers or gamblers. The young 
man I mentioned walked in and stopped, 
elancing around uncertainly. He spotted 
Patsy and walked over. He stood there a 
while. unnoticed, and then reached out 
and tapped Patsy on the arm. She whirled 
around and frowned in annoyance when 
she saw who it was. 

I couldn’t hear what was said, but the 
two men with her started laughing. The 
young man fumbled in his pocket and 
brought out a small box, one of those small 
eases that jewelry comes in. Patsy flicked 
it open. took a look, then tossed it on the 
bar. 

“Look. I told you to stop pestering me.” 
Patsy said in a loud voice. When the 
young man started to answer, she said. 
“I’ve already got a watch, Junior, and if I 
want another one I know where to get it. 
You can bet it won’t be a cheap piece of 
junk like that!” 

“But I bought it for you, Patsy,” the fel- 
low protested. “I can’t take it back. 
What’ll IT do with it.” 

“T can tell you, Junior.” laughed one of 
the men with Patsy. “Then, maybe you'll 
leave the lady alone.” 

Patsy joined in the laughter that spread 
through the bar and I felt sorry for the 
poor fellow. It was plain to see he was 
way out of his class. trying to make time 
with a girl like Patsy. 

Just then, she waved a flippant hand to 
him and said. “I don’t care what you do 
with it. Maybe that girl down there needs 

Micky Mouse watch. She looks more 
your speed, anyway!” 

She gave the case a shove and it slid 
along the bar and stopped directly in front 
of me. All eyes turned on me and I felt 
my cheeks burning at all the attention I 
was getting. I didn’t know what to do. 
While I was trying to decide, the young 
man turned on his heel and walked out. 

\ few minutes later. I picked up the 
case and went over to Patsy. Close up. she 
was even more glamorous. She was not 
much older than I, but it was easy to see 
why men flocked around her. her lips moist 
ind sensuously parted, her dark eyes al- 
most Oriental in appearance. 

She turned and gave me a smile that was 
neither hostile nor friendly—just a sign 
of recognition. “Hi, I hope you didn’t 
mind that little scene just now. I was just 
trying to get rid of that pest.” 
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“T think he got the message.” I said, 
holding out the case. “Here’s your watch 
back.” 

Patsy turned up her nose. “Darling, I 
couldn’t possibly wear that thing. It might 
turn my arm green!” she declared. 

We all laughed, and one of the men with 
her moved closer to me. “You’ve been 
holding out on us, Patsy.” he said. not 
taking his eyes off me. “Who’s your little 
friend.” 

Patsy raised her eyebrows and looked 
at me expectantly. “I’m Louise Pate.” I 
told them. then added hesitantly. “I didn’t 
intend to butt in—” 

“Baby. you’re as welcome as the next 
drink the bartender’s going to bring me!” 
the man said, taking my arm. “Come on 
over to a table with me. Patsy and Flip 
have some private business to discuss any- 
way.” 

The man called Flip frowned. “Better 
go easy on that joy juice. Joe. You’ve had 
too much already.” 

“You’re so right!” Patsy said sharply. 
“He can’t even see straight. If he could, 
he’d see that Louise isn’t his type.” 

Joe swayed a little. and I realized for 
the first time that he’d had almost more 
liquor than he could carry. “What do you 
know about my type of woman?” he de- 
manded belligerently. “This is my type 
right here! This girl. Louise. whatever-her- 
name-is, reminds me of a little chick back 
home—all sweet and innocent looking!” 

“TTI think it’s time for me to go.” I 
said uneasily. 

Patsy reached out and took my hand. 
“I’m not making fun of you. Baby. Honest. 
Any girl I know would give anything to 
have that baby stare you have. And so 
would I.” she added. 

“Oh. I didn’t mean that.” T hastened to 
tell her. “I meant it’s time for me to go 
home now. It’s kind of late.” 

“See there!” Joe said triumphantly. 
“A good girl. Don’t tell me I don’t know 
my type when I see it!” 

Flip studied me for a moment. his face 
never changing expression. then leaned 
on the bar again. “If you looked like that, 
Patsy. all our worries would be over.” 

“How about that!” Patsy exclaimed. 
“Why I could walk right up to any rental 
office in town and get an apartment with 
no trouble at all. I'll bet you’ve got a 
nice place. Louise.” she said to me. 

I shook my head. “It’s a dump. I hate 
it.” T forced a laugh. “That’s one reason 
I sit in this bar so much—TI just hate to 
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go up to that ugly old room.” 

“Maybe you two ought to get together.” 
Flip grunted. “Team up. would 
have a nice place to stay and you, Patsy— 
like I said. your worries would be over.” 

He and Patsy exchanged glances. “How 


Louise 


about another drink. Louise?” Patsy jp. 
vited. Her tone was friendly. “I promiy 
not to let Joe bug you.” 

“Oh. I don’t mind.” I said. flustered y 
being the center of attraction all of a sud 
den. 


FTER THAT first meeting. I cou) 

hardly wait until work was throug) 
each day so I could hurry to the Starligh 
Lounge to be with Patsy and her friend: 
It was amazing how different I felt noy 
that I was no longer an outsider. I fe} 
like a member of an exclusive social ely) 
and I began to act and dress the part. 

One evening. about a week later. I wa 
disappointed to find that Patsy was not 
there when I walked into the bar. “Haven' 
seen her all day.” the bartender told m 

“Tf you’re smart. you'll stay away from 
Patsy.” a voice at my elbow said. 

I swung around. It was the young ma 
who had tried to give Patsy the watch, 
“Oh, it’s you.” T said. “I’ve got something 
for you.” 

“Look. it’s none of my _ business.” he 
said. “but I meant what I said. Patsy is— 
well, she’s just not your type.” 

“Yours either.” I retorted. digging into 
my purse. 

He grinned crookedly. “Score one for 
you.” he said. “I guess I asked for that.” 

I found the watch I’d_ been carrying 
around with me and held it out to him. 
He shook his head. “Keep it. T can’t us 
it.” he said. 

T shrugged and slipped it on my wrist 
“Thanks.” TI wished I could be as casual 
about it as Patsy might have been. But it 
was a lovely watch. and the first gift I 
ever gotten from a man. Not only that. 
The young man apparently wanted to be 
friends. and—taking a good look at his 
boyishly handsome face—so did I. 

As T got to know Donald better. I learned 
that he was an “over the road” truck 
driver. he drove those big trailer trucks 
from city to city. He had met Patsy sev 
eral weeks before in the Starlight Lounge. 
They’d had a few drinks together and Don 
had fallen hard. 

“Oh. I realize now that it was all in m 
mind.” he told me. “but I thought she 
went for me. I thought about her all the 
way to Detroit and back. I took my pay: 
check and bought her that watch.” He 
gave a short. bitter laugh. “You saw what 
she thought of it—and of me.” 

It was easy to see that Don wasn’t the 
type of man Patsy would go for. But! 
liked him right from the start. We started 
seeing each other regularly and I found 
the tall. muscular truck driver to be kind 
and considerate—everything a girl could 
want. 

But Don didn’t have a lot of money. and 
I'd seen enough of the glamorous world 
Patsy and her friends moved in to know 
I could never be content until I had my 
fling at it. But now that Don was filling 
in my lonely hours, it was easier to wail 
for the big break I was sure would come. 
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There was something else that kept my 
friendship with Don from being perfect. I 
had the feeling all along that he was still 
in love with Patsy. I was too impressed 
with her to be jealous. I just took it for 
granted that any man would prefer her to 
a plain, ordinary girl like me. I decided 
to make myself satisfied with Don’s com- 
pany. even though I was certain he was 
thinking of Patsy while he was out with 
me. 
And while I didn’t mind taking what I 
thought was second best, I did object when 
Don started lecturing me about Patsy and 
her friends. “Stay away from them,” he 
warned me. “They don’t mean you any 
god—and that includes the high and 
mighty Miss Patsy Blair!” 

[ didn’t argue with him, but I figured I 
knew what his trouble was. He couldn’t 
make time with Patsy, so he didn’t want 
me to have anything to do with her. All 
itdid was make me more determined than 
ever to be like Patsy. to be able to make 
men feel about me the way they felt about 


her. 


COULDN’T get rid of that feeling. even 

after Don declared his love for me. We 
had been to a movie, and afterwards Don 
said, “Let’s not go by the Starlight Lounge 
tonight. Louise.” 

“Afraid you’ll run into your secret lov 
I said lightly. not wanting him to know 
how much I cared. 

“Patsy’s got nothing to do with it.” he 
said angrily. “It’s you I’m in love with 
and want to be with!” 

“She’s even got you saying things you'll 
regret later on.” I said coolly, but my 
heart was pounding wildly. 

I felt his strong fingers on my arm as he 
pulled me roughly to him. “Will you shut 
up and listen to me?” he grated. Then. in 
softer tones he went on. “I’m trying to tell 
you I’m in love with you!” 

“But I’m not as pretty as Patsy.” I said 
breathlessly. 

“I told you to forget about her!” he 
growled. pulling me to him. 

“And she’s got—” 

His lips. hard on mine. stopped the 
words. His arms were tight around me. 
fairly crushing the breath from my body. 
Finally. he drew back. “Now. what was 
it you were saying?” he asked. 

I smiled and threw my arms around his 
neck. “Nothing important.” I murmured. 

“That’s more like it!” Don said. and 
then neither one of us did much talking 
for a while. 

When Don left on his next trip. he 
promised to bring me back a gift. “That 
watch doesn’t count.” he grinned. “This 
is going to be something just for you. It'll 
be smaller than a watch, but it’ll be the 
biggest engagement ring I can find!” 

The next night, I wandered into the 
Starlight Lounge. missing Don more than 
I ever thought I would. I hadn’t been 
there for ages, and the bartender greeted 
me like an old friend. “Where’ve you 


e?” 
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asked. 
ing about you.” 

“Yes? Who, for instance?” 

“Me. baby.” said a voice behind me. It 
was Flip, Patsy’s friend, and he insisted 
that I have a drink with him. By the time 
Patsy arrived. I was feeling pretty gay and 
a little annoyed with Don for making me 
miss so much fun the past few weeks. 

“You still living in that room without a 
view?” Patsy asked, after we’d chatted a 
while. When I told her I was, she said, 
‘How'd you like to have an apartment on 
the Drive—overlooking the river?” 

“That would be almost as good as having 
, mink.” I grinned. eyeing the magnificent 
fur she wore. 

“Well, honey, team up with me and 
vow’ll not only have that apartment but a 
few skins like these in the bargain!” she 
said, blowing lightly on the soft fur. 

She told me that she’d finally located a 
lovely five-room apartment, but since she 
had no job the rental agent refused to let 
her have it. “But vou’ve got a job.” she 
pointed out. “and I’m sure you could get 
references and all that jive. The best part 
is. you look respectable.” 

“But I could never afford a place like 
that,” I said ruefully. “I’d go broke keep- 
ing up my share.” 

Patsy assured me I didn’t have to worry 
ibout money. So the next day I went to 
the agency with her and signed a lease. 
[t turned out I didn’t have to worry about 
furniture. either. Patsy took care of that. 
When she got through, we had three bed- 
ooms and a living room, complete with 
sectional sofa. hi-fi, and bar. It was only 
later that I learned the real reason for the 
xtra bedroom. 

It was wonderful, coming home from 
work to the light, airy apartment, and on 
the days when the door to Patsy’s room 
and the spare bedroom were closed. I 
thought nothing of it. 

My room was so nice. with a window 
overlooking the river. that I didn’t mind 
staying in there until Patsy came out. 
Now then she’d introduce me to a 
strange girl who, she explained. was spend- 
ng the night with us. 

Maybe if I had been more: experienced 
ind a little less thrilled at being Patsy’s 
roommate. I might have guessed something 
was wrong with the whole set-up. I don’t 
know. But for some reason I couldn’t put 
into words. I didn’t tell Don that I had 
moved. I let him pick me up at work and 
lrop me off at my former address when 
we had dates. all the time promising my- 
self that eventually I would tell him. Now 
that I was wearing his ring, it was hard 
to find excuses for not letting him come 
upstairs. “After all, baby,” he laughed. 
we’re practically married now.” 


been?” he “People have been ask- 


and 


THEN. one night after a date with Don. 

the lid blew off and I was forced to look 
at the evil mess I’d been living with. The 
ipartment was quiet when I entered and 
from the low murmur of voices from be- 
60 


hind the closed bedroom doors I knew that 
Patsy had guests. My lips still tingled 
from Don’s goodnight kisses and I wished 
I could have invited him up. 

Humming a tune, I undressed and took 
a shower. Then, pulling on a filmy negli- 
gee, I wandered into the living room to get 
myself a drink. Just then, the doorbell 
rang. I went to the door and heard some- 
one outside mention the name Patsy. 

“I’m not sure she’s in—” I began, open- 
ing the door a crack. 

I got no further. The door was roughly 
shoved wide, knocking me back against the 
wall. Two tall. grim-faced men strode into 
the apartment. a third stood blocking the 
doorway. 

“What is this?” I demanded angrily. 
“Who are you?” 

“Police. sister.” one of the men said, 
flashing a badge. “Just behave yourself 
and you'll be alright.” 

“But—you’ve got no right to break in 
here!” T said indignantly. 

“Tell it to the judge, sister!” he growled. 

One of the plainclothes officers went 
back to the bedrooms and in a moment I 
heard screams, and then Patsy’s voice loud 
in protest. The officer herded two girls in 
their panties and bras into the living room. 
and behind them a man who was straight- 
ening his tie. It turned out he was a cop. 
too. 

Tears of shame in my eyes. I turned to 
Patsy. She was on the phone, calling her 
lawyer. “Aw. turn off that baby stare!” 
Patsy said irritably. “What do you think 
I got this apartment for? And where do 
you think the money came from to pay for 
it?” 

“But—but I just wanted a place to live,” 
T wailed. “not a—” 

“House of prostitution? That’s what it 


is. sister!” the officer in charge said blunt. 
ly. 

It sounds stupid to say I knew nothing 
of what was going on. but that was the 
truth. IT never questioned Patsy’s way of 
life, the money she flashed. her high-living 
friends. I was too wrapped up in my own 
selfish wants and desires. 

Don had warned me to stay away from 
the wrong kind of company. but I had fool. 
ishly ignored him. Now. I had to pay the 
price of my brief fling in the world of 
elamour. Far from being a friend. Patsy 
had used me to further her evil career as 
call girl. with the apartment we shared as 
the base for her illicit operations. 

Naturally. when the newspaper stories 
broke, my name was plastered all over the 
front page. They couldn’t prove I was 
actually involved with men, but they called 
me a “madam.” The apartment was in my 
name and all the evidence was against me, 
But I was let off with a suspended sentence, 
The following week. I was evicted from the 
apartment. 

Throughout it all, I never heard a word 
from Don. I told myself that he was prob. 
ably out on a long distance run—maybe 
hadn’t even heard about my trouble. But 
logic told me that he was staying away be. 
cause he wanted nothing more to do with 
me. 

I’m back in my one little room now, go- 
ing to work every day and returning to my 
“cell” each night. I no longer go to the 
Starlight Lounge. and Patsy and_ her 
friends have dropped out of my life as 
though they never existed. But I still hope 
that one day Don will walk back into my 
life, will listen to my story and say he 
forgives me. I know that’s a lot to hope 
for, but while a girl is at it. she might as 


well wish for the moon. THE END 





The Love I Dare Not Claim 


(Continued from Page 35) 


mately famous people that were only glam- 
ourous names in the papers to me. I 
looked at him with unconcealed admiration 
and a little awe. 

“Why did you come here? To this little 
school so far away from everything?” 

“Because we must learn about America. 
It is a great country. The land of the free 
and the home of the brave. My people can 
learn much from your people, that the 
white man is their friend.” 

“T’ve never been beyond this state. No 
more than fifty miles from home. I won- 
der what you can learn here.” 

“People.” he said quietly. “People like 
you and Verdun. Frankly I’m a little 
amazed, though. I did expect a little preju- 
dice. I was prepared for it. But I’ve met 
none. None at all. I’d been told I couldn’t 


even talk to white girls as we’re talking 
to each other. You were supposed to be 
taboo.” He stumbled over the word in 
embarrassment. 

I laughed. “Oh. my gracious. We aren't 
like that at all. Not here, anyway. I gues 
there is prejudice some places. But real 
people, nice people, even the refined peo- 
ple in the south aren’t prejudiced.” 


BELIEVED what I said. I’d been told 

by my family this was so. I’d read differ- 
ently, but what did not touch me was not 
real. Besides now that this fascinating boy 
had at last singled me out, I did not ir 
tend to let something as remote and in- 
tangible as prejudice place even the small- 
est barrier between us. 

As I sat beside him in the dim light of 
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the stacks, and listened to his rich full 
ice speak of strange lands making them 
yvidly familiar and real to me, he became 
yprince in my eyes. He was all my child- 
hood dreams come true. He was romance 
in reality. And when the lights snapped 
in warning that it was closing time, in the 
brief darkness as he took my hand to lead 
me up the stairs. at last I admitted I was 
in love. 

We walked across the sleep-captured 
campus. still hand in hand. I wanted to go 
banging on doors to tell them I was in love. 
How could they sleep. I thought. when in 
their midst at that moment, love like ours 
was being born. Couldn’t they feel it? 
Didn’t the air fairly crackle with its spark? 
Didn’t it stir everyone in their beds with 
its singing laughter, warming their bodies? 
Mine was aglow, and I knew I would never 
willingly leave his side again so long as I 
should live. But what had been said as 
yet? What time had we spent together for 
falling in love? We’d spoken of lands and 
customs, we’d spent but a few moments 
out of all time together, alone. Our hands 
had touched. That was all. But love comes 
that way to some. And even in those first 
few moments of awakening, as we looked 
into each other’s eyes there was the knowl- 
edge we had found something infinitely 
deeper-than any other love could ever be. 
In the humility of that moment as I stood 
looking into his eyes, I knew that he too 
felt the pity, the futility, of this overwhelm- 
ing. consuming love that knew no race or 
culture. no time or space. And perhaps 
even in that moment we both knew it was 
to bring its joy, its desperation. It was to 
be what we would live for. and the reason 
we would nearly die. 


T FIRST WE were a threesome—Ver- 

dun, Kassa, and I. Not from choice, but 
because Verdun stuck to Kassa like a dow- 
ager showing off her debutante. We ac- 
tually had to sneak off to be alone. But 
that first week we were content to simply 
look at each other, marvel, and hold within 
a fragile dream the wonder of the other. 
Itwas not until the week of the fraternity 
dance that we could no longer be satisfied 
with just the dream. A seed at first must 
only be planted, but soon it must have the 
warmth of the sun, and the sustenance of 
rain if it is to So our love planted 
in the shadow of our hearts had to have 
more. The warmth of body touching body. 
The sustenance of hungry lips pressed to 
each other for fulfillment. 

We were at the Robinhood for cokes be- 
tween classes when Verdun mentioned his 
fraternity dance. Verdun was chairman. 
and had talked of nothing else for days. 
In fact he’d been so engrossed in it that 
he'd been unable to see, think, or feel any- 
thing else. Least of all that Kass and I 
were falling in love. But that afternoon he 
actually looked at us. 

“You'll like the dance, Kassa. Every- 


grow. 


body is honored that you'll be able to at- 
tend. Wish we could do something about 
a date for you, but you know how that is, 
old man.” 

Kass found my hand under the table, 
squeezed it, then turned from me to Ver- 
dun, a merry twinkle in his eye. “A date? 
I think perhaps I will have a date for your 
dance.” 

“You?” Verdun gasped. “You’ve asked 
someone to go to the dance?” 

“No. I haven’t asked her. but I will. Will 
you go with me. Rose Marie?” 

I didn’t have time to answer. Verdun’s 
explosion could be heard in the whole 
restaurant. “Rose Marie!” he shouted, then 
dropped his voice. suddenly in control of 
himself, except for the look of contempt in 
his face. “You can’t take a whi— I mean, 
you can’t take Rose Marie.” 

“Why not?” I asked, anger 
through my voice. 

“Because you’re going with me.” Verdun 
was in complete control of himself. His 


slashing 


voice was gentle. his eyes smiling as he 
looked from me to Kassa. But he was no 
longer my cousin. He was my enemy, a 
prejudiced white man. Let him smile, let 
him speak softly. and logically. he could 
not fool me. I knew what he really meant 
—that Kass could not touch me for he was 
colored and I was white. It was as simple 
and as sickening as that. And in that brief 
moment I discovered some new sense with- 
in myself. I would always know prejudice 
in any man or woman from that moment 
on. No matter how might be 
glossed over. I would recognize it. Though 
until that moment at that certain table 
with Verdun looking at me, prejudice had 
never touched my life. But what had 
touched me was a dark man’s hand, the 
look of love in his eyes. And should that 
love never grow beyond a look, a touch, it 
wakened me, made me 


civily it 


had changed me. 
part of the colored world. 

I stood up. my hand still in Kassa’s. Ev- 
eryone in the restaurant was looking only at 
three of us. But I was looking only 
Verdun. who had been my kin. My voice 
trembled when I spoke. but the words were 
as firm as the clasp of my hand in Kassa’s 
hand. “You didn’t ask me, Verdun. But 
that is beside the point. If you had asked 
me twenty times, I would still choose 
Kassa.” 

We walked out together, pausing only 
for Kassa to pay our bill. The silence in 
the place was like the silence of white 
sheeted ghosts moving soundlessly through 
a black night. So black and white had my 
world become in there, that the very yel- 
low of the sunlight. the blue of the sky, 
shocked me, hurt my eyes, so that I had 
to close them. 

“Rose Marie!” the tender anxiousness in 
his voice made me want to cry, but I 
dammed my tears with forced laughter. 

“Tt’s the sun,” I lied. “It hurts my eyes.” 

“Don’t lie, Rose Marie. We never lie to 
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each other. He hurt you in there. With his 
prejudice.” He said the word as if he’d 
never spoken it before, and I knew that 
prejudice had touched him for the first time 
too. I couldn’t keep the tears back, seeing 
the hurt disbelief in his eyes. He had come 
to learn of the greatness of America, of her 
freedom, her equality for all. He had found 
one small man’s hatred for the color of his 
skin. I could not bear for him for even one 
moment to be ashamed of his color. But 
the thought was there in his eyes as he 
looked at the contrasting pattern of our 
clasped hands. 

“No, Kassa. no!” I cried. “Don’t think of 
color—mine or yours. Or Verdun’s. That’s 
what he wants you to think about. Color. 
It makes him superior. Can’t you see that? 
Whenever you let him question your color. 
my color, he becomes superior. He can 
hurt you and me again.” 

Kassa looked back at the restaurant. “I 
should go back in there and - 

“No! He’s just one little prejudiced man. 
He can’t hurt us. Not really.” 


HAT WAS Wednesday. The dance was 

Saturday night. We were together every 
free moment. We compressed a life time 
into those moments. “It’s as if we thought 
the end of the world was tomorrow and 
these moments are all we’re to have.” Kassa 
murmured, holding me close as we said 
good night in the shadows of my sorority 
house. I hushed him with my lips to his. 
He frightened me when he spoke that way. 
I did not want to think of time or space. 
It seemed impossible that I had existed 
before his hand had first touched mine. I 
would not think that anything could ever 
separate us. And in the time we had spent 
together since that Wednesday morning, I 
protected us by going only where I knew 
we would be accepted. and I turned my 
back on anyone or any situation that might 
suggest there was any prejudice in the 
world. Kassa must not he exposed to it 
again. Not in my land and among my peo- 
ple. I hadn’t mentioned the fraternity dance 
again, but I knew I'd have to get us out of 
going someway. Verdun and that dance 
were two things I dared not expose Kassa 
to if I was to ever convince him that we 
weren't a narrow-minded nation. 

But there was no ignoring the 
mother when I walked into the sorority 
house, the pressure of Kassa’s arms still 
about me, the warmth of his kiss still on my 
lips. 

“Rose Marie.” Mrs. Hilldon stopped me 
just as I reached the stairs. “I’ve been 
waiting for you. Please come into the par- 
lor.” 

The parlor 
sitting room, 


house 


was actually Mrs. Hilldon’s 
that opened onto her bed- 
room. It was a lovely room, all pink and 
gray like Mrs. Hilldon. And like Mrs. Hill- 
don there was a place for every thing, and 
everything was always in its place. She 
motioned me to sit down in what we called 
the “chastice chair.” It was stiff and hard 
and had held many a “culprit.” When I 
was seated, she bent herself into her own 


“comfortable chair’—a gray upholsterey 
monstrosity that had about as much cop, 
fort to it as a dose of castor oil. 

She looked at me for a moment, the 
spoke stiffly. “You have shocked me, Rog 
Marie. Dating this—a—foreign student j 
serious enough. I will not tolerate you kig 
ing him at the front door. I am sure th 
dean will agree. To say nothing of you 
own people. Especially your cousin, Ve. 
dun.” 

“My cousin talked to you about Kasy 
and me?” 

“That is beside the point. A nice whit 
girl does not go out with Negroes.” 

“Then I guess I’m not a nice white girl’ 
I stood up and started out of the roon, 

“Rose Marie, if you see him again, I yi 
have to ask you to leave the sorority house. 
Pll have no other choice.” 

“T’m sure you won’t. Mrs. Hilldon.” 

I wanted to move out that night. I rap 
up the stairs, yanked my bags out into the 
middle of the floor and started throwing 
clothes into them. All the things I wanted 
to say and do to her raged through my 
mind. 

“Where are you going?” 
mate stood in the door. 

“T don’t know. I’m not staying here.” 

“Why?” 

“You mean you don’t know?” 

“About Hilldon giving you the boot for 
going out with Kassa?” 

I glared at her. I was too angry to ap- 
swer. 

“Yes, I know. But I don’t know why 
you’re running away. Can’t you take it?” 

I dropped my overnight bag with a thud, 
“What do you mean, can’t [ take it?” 

“Then why run? If I had the guts to fall 
in love with a colored man, I’d have the 
guts to stick it out. You really shock me. 
Rose Marie.” She shoved another bag at 
me. “Disappoint me to.” 

I sat down limply on my bag, the need 
to run suddenly gone. “Why don’t you tell 
me to go? Aren’t you afraid [ll contani- 
nate you, too?” 

Sally stretched out on her bed. “Maybe 
yes. Maybe no. I’m willing to gamble. I was 
taught long ago to take chances. to play 
the long shot.” 

“Then you think my loving Kassa is all 
right?” 

“T think it’s your 
foolish business.” 

“Foolish?” 

“Yes. I don’t believe in the races getting 
mixed up in marriages. Not yet, anyway. 
The world isn’t ready for it.” 

“What would you know about what the 
world is ready for? One minute you talk 
as if you’re on my side, the next you al 
most sound like Mrs. Hilldon.” 

“That’s because I am on two sides. Al 
ways living in one world, and running from 
another.” 

“Sally, what are you talking about?” 

“About color, Rose Marie. About being 
part colored and part white.” She sat up 
suddenly and looked directly at me. “My 
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family passed, Rosie dear. I’ve lived my 
yhole life on a colored volcano, waiting to 
ind out if I'd be discovered before I had 
ts enough to admit it myself. You’re the 


only one who knows. Around here, at 
least.” 
I stared at her in amazement. “Poor 


Sally.” I whispered at last. But inside I was 
shamed to think she had betrayed her own 
ple. 

Sally laughed, shaking her head. “Don’t 
st maudlin, Rose Marie. Being white has 
its fringe benefits.” 

“Why have you told me Sally?” 

Sally reached out and touched my hand. 
“So you'd know it just isn’t the color of 
kin that makes a person white or colored. 
You see. the colored man stands for a 
weakness in the white man’s past. He 
doesn’t hate the Negro for having been a 
dave. He hates himself for enslaving an- 
other human. He despises the weakness in 
himself that made him need a slave.” 

The room was very still. Sally was the 
frst to speak. “Where will you go, Rose 
Marie, at this hour of the night?” 

“'m not going. I can’t leave Kassa. I'll 
tay and fight the whole campus. Begin- 
ning with Verdun.” 


UT BY MORNING I'd changed my 

mind. We stayed awake for a long 
time. Sally telling me about her family and 
how they had fought prejudice until they 
were forced to leave their home state and 
“become white.” Kassa must never be hurt 
because of his color. So I decided he would 
have to meet me in secret. until that day he 
could take me with him. 

When he called the next morning, he 
sounded excited. “I have to see you at once, 
Rose Marie. Meet me at the Robin Hood.” 

Thinking of what had happened there, I 
knew we couldn’t risk being seen there to- 
gether. Verdun frightened me. I remem- 
hered too well how he had used threats to 
control me when we were children. There 
had been the time we broke granny’s best 
sugar bowl. He’d caught a June bug and 
told me if I didn’t say I was to blame he’d 
put it into my hair. I stared in horror at 
its wildly buzzing wings, almost feeling it 
caught in my thick hair. I would have 
promised anything. When granny faced us 
with the broken bowl, Verdun held the bug 
close to my ear, hissed. “Go ahead, tell her, 
or you get the bug.” 

I flung myself. sobbing, into Granny’s 
arms. confessing hysterically. 

It took awhile for granny to quiet me, 
then she held me away from her and 
looked at me. “Gracious, Rose Marie, the 
sugar bow] wasn’t that important. Granny 
just wanted the truth. Now, hush, child. 
All I wanted you to learn was not to go 
meaking around, afraid to face whatever 
you've done. You’ve been a good girl. I’m 
proud of you.” 

But I wasn’t proud of myself. I was 
ashamed I was so afraid of Verdun. I vowed 
I'd never be afraid to stand up to anybody 





or anything. But Verdun had a 
strange power over me. When I caught him 
playing with grandpa’s hunting knife, he 
threatened to cut my ears off if I told. Now 
years later I could still feel that cold. sharp 
blade against the lobe of my ear. Verdun 
had never carried out any of the threats 
he made to me. for I never gave him a 
chance. I always gave in to him. But he’d 
been accused of deliberately wrecking a 
boy’s motorcycle in high school, and he’d 
been barred from the foot ball team his 
junior year for rough playing and provok- 
ing fights after games. 

Now that I had openly defied him he 
probably wouldn’t wait to threaten me. 
He’d simply act. And though I felt granny 
would call me a coward and be ashamed 
of me for sneaking out to meet Kassa, I 
told him I couldn’t see him at the Robin 
Hood. We decided to meet down by the 
lake. near the was a 
small woods. 


ever again. 


bridge where there 


ASSA WAS ALREADY there when I 

got there. I could see him long before 
I reached the bridge. And just knowing he 
was waiting for me. sent a weakening 
shiver through me. I began running toward 
him, afraid I would simply dissolve with 
happiness before I could reach him. In 
those moments when he turned to me, and 
took my hands in his. and pulled me to him 
till our lips met. I felt I was the center of 
the universe. I knew that no one else had 
loved or been loved like this. Man and 
time had been created just for this moment 
when we should meet and live in an eter- 
nity of our own making. Kassa could do 
this. With the touch of his hand and his 
lips he could erase reality. And if I was 
the center of the universe, he was the sun 
that encircled. Blinded by wonder of his 
nearness, I followed him into the woods. 
all my fears of Verdun, the housemother’s 
warnings, and my roommate’s misgivings. 
completely forgotten. It was not until we 
were sitting on a log and I was close in his 
arms that I realized something was trou- 
bling him. I pressed my fingers against the 
frown between his dark brows. 

“Kassa!” I whispered. fearfully. “Some- 
thing is wrong.” 

“Yes.” He looked steadily into my eyes. 
He seemed suddenly older and far wiser 
than I would ever be. “Someone called my 
ambassador. Whoever it was simply said I 
was not conducting myself in the proper 
manner.” For a moment he turned his head 
away, his hand dropping from my shoulder 
only to find and grip my icy fingers. 

“What did you say, Kass?” 

“T couldn’t tell the truth. I couldn’t make 
myself cheapen what I feel for you by 
saying I’d fallen in love with a white girl. 
It would have made our love sound like a 
crime.” 

He stood up suddenly and drew me with 
him into the shadow of a large tree. For a 
moment we looked at each other. We did 
not touch—as if to touch would be more 
than either of us could bear. 
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“I love you,” he said, simply. With his 
open hand he touched my cheek, his fingers 
reaching into my hair. Then suddenly he 
clutched the mass of my hair, pulling me to 
him, kissing me, boldly, fiercely. The world 
we had created just for ourselves dissolved, 
and for the first time I knew the agonizing 
pain of unsatisfied love. Gasping we forced 
ourselves apart, but not before we had 
touched briefly the ecstasy that could be 
ours when we could at last be one. 

My heart was pounding. I could see the 
wild throb of his pounding heart in the 
pulse of his throat. I longed to touch him 
again, but I dared not. This was no in- 
fatuation to be satisfied in one wild mo- 
ment. This was love that needed a life time 
in which to grow. But I felt unworthy of 
his love. Beeause of fear I had asked him 
to meet me in the shadows. I was not much 
better than Verdun. nor Mrs. Hilldon. And 
[ had, in my heart. criticized Sally for tak- 
ing an easy road. 

“Kassa!” I spoke his name like a sup- 
plication, but he covered my lips with his 
hand. Then he took my hand and held it in 
his. Against his dark palm my fingers 
eleamed as if they lay in moonlight. He 
wound our fingers together, making a pat- 
tern of lightness and darkness. A beautiful. 
unforgettable pattern that wrapped itself 
ibout my heart and hound me to him for- 
ever. 

“Rose Marie,” he said. lifting my face to 
his. “Marry me, Rose Marie.” 

I never answered him. Verdun flung us 
ipart. I fell against the tree, gasping, star- 
ing in horror as Verdun charged at Kassa. 
The blade of a knife gleamed menacingly. 
ind for a moment I thought I was caught in 
i terrible dream. And like in a dream I 
tried to scream for help. But no sound 
came. It took forever for me to move across 
the space that separated me from the two 
struggling bodies. There seemed to be a 
lozen knives all stabbing brutally against 
Kassa. I shoved my body between their 
bodies, and when the knife dug into my 
-houlder there seemed to be no pain. Kass 
tried to shove me out of the way, but I 
tumbled and the three of us fell in a heap 
to the ground. For a moment the world 
went black, then Kassa was lifting me to 
my feet, whispering my name over and 
over. Verdun lay still on the ground, the 
knife in his stomach. I covered my face 
with my hands and sobbed, burying myself 
igainst Kassa. For a moment Kassa held 
me, then with a low cry. he slumped 
unconscious at my feet. 

Then I saw the gaping torn places in his 
hody. And then I screamed. 

That was the way they found me. In a 
state of shock, the two of them at my feet. 


\' HEN I AWAKENED in the hospital 

the next morning my first clear 
thought was for Kassa. All night I knew I 
was in the hospital in a vague, foggish, 
unreal way. I hept going and coming. call- 
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ing Kassa’s name over and over. but never 
finding him. Now, fully awake, I struggled 
with the buzzer and waited frantically until 
a nurse smiled her starched way through 
my closed door. 

“You’re awake!” she chimed merrily. 
“Look real pert for all you’ve been through. 
you poor dear. That awful man! Attacking 
you like that!” 

I clutched the side of the bed for sup- 
port, trying to raise myself up. “Kassa.” [ 
asked weakly. “Please. where’s Kassa?” 

“Now. now. Mustn’t get excited. He can't 
hurt you any more.” 

“Hurt me?” I gasped. raising upright in 
spite of the sickening pain in my shoulder. 
“Kassa? Hurt me? Oh. no.” 

The nurse shoved me gently back against 
my pillow. “Mustn’t get excited. You’ve lost 
a lot of blood. And you could get that 
shoulder to bleeding again.” 

“Kassa!” I sobbed. grabbing frantically 
for her. “Kassa!” 

“He’s down the hall, under guard. He 
can’t hurt you. If he lives he'll pay for 
what he did to and 
Imagine—” 

My head was whirling, but I managed 
to drown out the sound of her voice and 
the pounding of my heart. My voice was 
deadly calm, as if everything of a horrible 
puzzle had fallen suddenly into place. “You 
think Kassa did this. You think he—” I 
fell back exhausted. It was too terrible to 
say. I wanted to die. but living was the 
enly way I could save Kassa. I pulled my- 
self back from the void that was swallow- 
ing me. I grabbed the nurse’s hand and 
eyes closed I asked. “What about Verdun. 
Is he—” 

“Pm sorry. He died. 
told us how you were attack 

“And _ the Thev 
killed him?” 

“Why—why—.” stammered. “The 
paper this morning said~—” Suddenly she 
grabbed my pulse. “Miss Cassaday. Are 
you all right?” 

“Yes. Go on. The paper said- 

“T don’t think you're well enough to talk 
about it—” 

“T want the police. Get me the police.” 
My voice was suddenly hysterical. 

The door opened, and a tall gaunt young 
man strode across the room. He was dressed 
in white, and he was frowning. He pushed 
me back against the pillow. speaking softly 
but firmly. “You’ve had a close call. You 
must be quiet.” 

“T must see the police. | must see Kassa.” 

“You can’t see anyone.” And he was 
swabbing my arm. giving orders to the 
nurse. 

“No, No.” I jerked away just as he 
placed a needle against me. 

“Now, please. This will just quiet you. 
You'll feel much better.” 

“You can’t put me to sleep.” I sobbed. 
“Can’t you understand? Kassa didn’t kill 
Verdun. I have to talk to the police.” 


you your cousin. 


Sut not before he 


” 


think Kassa 


police? 


she 


The doctor looked at me steadily. “Yoy, 
cousin made a dying statement.” 

“I know. He lied. I went to meet Kasy 
He must have followed us. He tried to kil 
Kassa. And when I tried to separate then, 


we fell. And—” I began to sob in desper.} 


tion. “Please don’t let him die.” 

“Tll call the police. But you'll have y 
rest for awhile. Just rest. Don’t think.” 

“Kassa?” 

“He’s getting the best attention medica) 
science can give him. We care for peopk 
according to their need, not according 


their color. if that is what you are trouble; 
about. You aren’t the only one in this worl > 


without prejudice.” 

I looked at him. “But who will beliey 
me?” 

“First you must believe in yourself. Ané 
what is right. And then you must speak the 
truth.” 

He sounded like granny. But I had 
learned my lesson. I was not alone. There 
was the doctor who believed me. There 
was the cleaning lady who had thought me 
brave. But most of all IT had learned not 
to run from the bullies in the world. From 
the people like Verdun whose very weak. 
ness made them try to destroy others. 

Later after the police and the reporters 
were gone, later when I was able to be put 
into a wheel chair, I was wheeled to 
Kassa’s bedside. 

And as I looked at him, I reached out for 
yet a higher and a stronger help. I asked 
God to save him. This time humbly, and 
willingly to accept His decision, for I knew 
I could never really lose him. For love 
never dies. And as I prayed, Kassa opened 
his eyes and looked at me. I cried out in 
joy. and took his hand, pressing it against 
my face, the tears washing away the pain 
and the terror of the last few hours. 

“You never answered me. Rose Marie.” 
Kassa smiled faintly. 

I laughed through the tears. “Yes. Oh. 
yes Kassa.” 

“Tt will mean leaving your own people. 
I must go back. When my education is 
finished.” 

“You couldn’t get rid of me, now,” | 
whispered. 

“Tt won’t be easy.” he said, looking at 
our hands. “My people might be preju- 
diced.” 

“Like mine?” I asked. 

“Like yours. We don’t live in a colorless 
world, Rose Marie. It’s just that you and I 
are color blind.” 

I shook my head. “Not any more. Kassa. 
We are what we are. My people. Your peo 
ple. And my people will be your people. 
and your people mine. And our God, one 
God. For we are one. You and I.” 

And our clasped hands were woven into 
the pattern of the world to come—where 
the soul of man is worth more than the 
color of his skin—where it is white or black 
or all the shades between. 


THE END 
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Hatred In My Heart 


(Continued from Page 29) 
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room and stood watching us go up the 
stairs until we were out of sight in the 
guest room. 

“She doesn’t look like such an old fuddy- 


duddy.” I heard a female voice say as we 


went through the door. Ann must have 
heard it too because she immediately 


closed the door and began to talk animat- 
edly about a dozen things. 

“Mummy. we’re going to take you all 
around. Dido has the biggest plans for you. 
He’s having some ladies from the block 
club to entertain you at a tea and they’re 
inviting some of the old Louisiana families 
who now live here. You'll be able to meet 
some of the children of your old friends, 
and—” 

“Oh, it’s not anything lavish,” the ugly 
Dido broke in, “just a little get together 
with some of the Cajuns who’ve been 
emancipated from some of their com- 
plexes.” 

I suspected there was something in what 
he said that should have offended me, but 
| was not certain so I did not reply. 

“Don’t you upset yourself now, Ann,” I 
said. “I'll just wash up a bit and then I'd 
like to get to bed early. That’s the longest 
train trip I’ve ever taken.” I said. I did not 
speak to Dido. I could not bring myself 
to exchange pleasantries with him or even 
to get into an argument with him. He had 
drugged or hypnotized or conjured my 
daughter and gotten her to marry him and 
I did not like him. Looking at him out of 
the corner of my eye I could imagine my 
own embarrassment if I ever had to wheel 
their little children looking like monkeys 
down the street. 

“Won't you come down for dinner.” he 
had said. 

“IT don’t care for any food.” I said to 
Ann. 

Dido popped his lips like he was smack- 
ing over something and said. “We've got 
some gumbo like they make in that weird 
old country you come from.” 

“Yes, Mummy. I made it especially for 
you,” Ann said. 

“Wanted to have some of the old world 
things here for you,” Dido was saying 
leaning against the door jamb like he had 
done in my home that day. “Didn’t want 
the change to be too sudden for you ’cause 
we realize there’ll be enough shocks for 
you out here in outer space.” He was 
chuckling. 

I didn’t like his laugh, but there was 
something strangely infectious about his 
gaiety. And the way he talked was so odd— 
80 very odd. 

‘TH just get my things unpacked,” | 
said, still directing my conversation to 
Ann. 

“Til help you,” she said. Dido went out 
and closed the door. 
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For A LONG TIME there was silence 

between my daughter and me. I took 
out my things and placed them in the empty 
drawer in the dresser. She moved about 
the bed spreading it down for me. Laugh- 
ter and gaiety floated up to us from down- 
stairs. 

“Are 
tured. 

“Completely.” Ann said. 

“T didn’t like the way you signed your 
letter.” I growled. 

“It was probably a little mean of me, 
but I thought it would strike home with 
you, Mummy.” Ann said with affection in 
her voice. 

“T didn’t like it.” 

“So many things have changed, Mum- 
ny,” Ann was saying, “and you just won’t 
accept them. You're still fighting for 
things that are no longer popular. You’ve 
You’ve got to under- 


you happy here,” I finally ven- 


sot to understand. 
stand me—” 

“You mean I’ve got to like that horrible 
husband of yours?” I lashed out at her. 

“It would be nice.” she said, “but you 
lon’t have to. I’m married to him. I do. 
Phat’s all that’s necessary I’m afraid. It 
would be nice though if you’d just get to 
know him a little better and—” 

“I’ve never had anything to do with peo- 
ple like him in all my life,” I grumbled 
arrogantly. “and how you could go away 
and come back with—” 

“T don’t think we’d better discuss that,” 
\nn interrupted me. “Just you rest your- 


PU Ch 


‘The road to hell, they say, 


self and stay around us a few days. You'll 
see,” she said prophetically. 

She closed the door behind her and went 
shouting down the stairs. 

A heart-sickening loneliness came over 
me. Here I was in strange surroundings. 
And my own flesh and blood had just 
dashed away, apparently happier to be in 
the company of others than with me and I 
had only just arrived. I sat down and 
looked out of the window onto the play- 
ground I had seen as we came in. The 
children were contesting with hula hoops 
and another little group was enjoying the 
swings and the slides. There were browns. 
mulattoes, blacks and fair-skinned blonde 
children on the playground. In my child- 
hood, the blacks would not have been there 
and the little white children would have 
had a playground of their own in another 
neighborhood or at least across the street 
with a fence around it. 

A tiny little black boy almost too small 
and unsteady on his feet to be on the 
grounds with the other children was trying 
very hard to get up the ladder of the slide. 
Taller and stronger children raced past 
him, slid down and came around again to 
climb up ahead of him before he could 
work his way up more than two rungs. He 
was getting very impatient with himself 
and with them and the larger children 
were making a huge joke of his torment. 

And then one of the larger white boys 
laid aside his hula hoop. He walked over 
into the path of the older sliders and made 





is paved with good intentions. Well, 


that’s what I had, all right, 


good intentions. 
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them wait behind him until the little blag] 
urchin climbed up. There was much pug 
ing and jostling, but it all seemed qui 
gay and friendly. When the little one hy 
slid down and came around again, th 
white boy took him in his arms and carried 
him up the ladder the second time ands 
him slide down. 

When the little boy reached the botton, 
he had apparently lost interest in the slid 
He ran off to another part of the park. Thy 
white boy went back to his hula hoop, 

The little drama on the playground ha 
fascinated me completely. I was trying y 
fathom what it all meant when the laugh, 
ter and gaiety of the young people dow, 
stairs in the house again caught my atte, 
tion. 

There had been many gay days in my 
youth. When Ann’s father and I wer 
courting we had many wonderful times tp 
gether and we had laughed with the fre 
abandon of the voices I was now hearing 
But we had had many reasons for oy 
laughter. We were special people who had 
certain enviable advantages others were not 
born with. This was important and we were 
proud of it. In our group we cherished jt 
and guarded it. That is what I had tried 
to teach my child. To admit one of—one 
of those, was to lose something. To asso. 
ciate with one was to forsake the heritage 
our foreparents had established for us 
after the Bienville code drew the hard and 
fast lines between the different kinds of 
people in the world. How could she have 
forgotten so soon? How could that fellow 
Eric’s people have failed to tell him? How 
could Ann seem so happy and contented 
in the company of those, those others? 

I could not contain myself another min 
ute. My curiosity bubbled within me like 
the lava of a volcano. I tied my robe 
around me securely, tipped to the door and 
cracked it quietly. I could hear their con- 
versation quite clearly. The first statement 
I heard was a mouth-opening shock. 

“While you’re up, suppose you mix me 
another drink, Dusty.” Eric said. I was 
certain T would hear a tirade from whoever 
he was talking to. He had obviously 
spoken to one of the dark ones. but then— 

“Make it yourself, Peola boy.” the an 
swer rang out. It was his wife Mamie 
speaking. I could tell by the sound of the 
voice. “You’re not Mr. Charlie living high 
up on the hill ordering slaves 
around.” she said. 

There was the tinkle of glasses and 


your 


laughter. 
“I’m gonna wire Faubus about how 


you're treating me.” Eric retorted. “He'll 
straighten things out. We let you people 
integrate with us a little and you get com- 
pletely out of hand.” 

“Don’t let her get away with it. Eric,” 
another voice broke in. It was the red 
skinned lawyer who was married to the 
dark brown girl. “Make her stay in her 
place and tote that barge and lift that 
bail.” 

“What do you mean by that.” his wife 
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Jacque seeme »d to argue with him. 

“You chicks are all mixed up,” Carl 
yent on. “You think because you got all 
that pigmentation in your skin you're not 
supposed to treat us like we’re white men. 
Just look how Ann treats old inky Dido 
there.” 

This I had to see myself. I cracked the 
door a little more. 

I could have fainted. 

This horrible looking little man was 
stretched out on the couch and my beauti- 
ful, amber-skinned, cameo-faced Ann with 
her long silken hair streaming down her 
hack was tucking a pillow under his head 
and handing him a highball on a silver 
platter. 

A great roar of laughter went up. And 
{nn was laughing right along with the rest 
of them. 

“You see. it’s all a matter of getting your 
values straight,” this odd-looking man was 
saying as he lay there looking like some 
old African king in a bamboo hammock. 
“It’s not what you look like. these days, 
Daddy-o. It’s what you’ve got inside you 
that counts.” he said. “Now you take when 
{nn and I started to going out together. 
Man, did I have to brainwash this chick?” 

They all laughed. 

“You talk about a mixed up broad. 
was walking around the campus like she 
was pure gold. This blowhair of hers was 
waving in the breeze and anybody darker 
than light yellow just didn’t exist for her. 
Talk about sick. Boy. did she have that old 
color complex bad. And it was 
eating her up.” 

“We know the old physical law that op- 
posites attract,” Eric put in as everybody 
laughed again. “but how did you get 
through to her Dido? How do you ever get 
her to listen to you. We know that once 
she did. she was sunk, but how did you 
get her to listen the first time?” 

I eased closer to the door. This is ex- 


She 


disease 


actly what I wanted to know too. I knew 
I had trained my daughter well. How had 
this interloper turned her head, I won- 


dered. 

“I didn’t do a thing.” he was saying. “I 
just set things up and let her stew until 
she got jumpy. It wasn’t long before she 
jumped right in my arms.” He laughed 
hysterically, slapping his thighs. 

“It sure was sneaky.” Ann said. “I didn’t 
even know what was happening to me until 
~BAM!—there I was.” 

“You see I didn’t really set things up all 
hy myself. Your boy Faubus was a great 
help. You know I learned all this German 
when I was overseas during the war and 
I was handling the language part of the 
comprehensives for all the seniors down 
there at college. Well. after watching this 
little fox float around the campus all this 
time on her high and mighty color chariot. 
here she had to come by old me to get that 
okay in languages so she could graduate. 
Well, she spit out that French like it was 
her native tongue but she couldn’t quite fit 
her cute little lips around those guttural 
German sounds. Naturally, I had to set 


up these private sessions in a quiet room 
in the library.” Dido laughed. 

“And do you know I wasn’t the least bit 
worried about going to the library to work 
with him privately. You know I knew I 
wasn’t going to go for this cat daddy.” Ann 
said. 

“So there we were.” Dido went on with 
his tale. “We would go through the lesson 
and then we would talk. For a long time, 
she wouldn’t even look at me. straight. 
Man. I didn’t even exist.” 

“We talked about all kinds of 
Ann was saying, “and first thing I knew 
I’m walking across the campus with him 
so I can finish hearing what he has got to 
say. And I wasn’t even ashamed either.” 
“T never came across anybody 


things,” 


she added. 
who knew so much about so many things.” 

“That’s the way it is with us folks. ain’t 
it Mamie.” Dido chuckled across the room 
to the little librarian. 

“Natch.” she replied. 

“Old Eric there don’t have to be smart. 
All he’s got to do is walk up and with his 
lily white face hanging out in front of him 
and all those big shoulders, people are go- 
listen to him, give him what he 
Dido continued. “Even Carl kinda 
But a cat like me, and Ma- 


ing to 
wants,” 
gets a break. 
and even Jacque as cute as she is, 


mie, 
well, we’ve got to be real dust cutters to 
get an audience.” 
“I think the whole thing is silly and 
stupid,” Ann said. “Now I do, that is.” 
“You know when that thing first got 


through to me.” Dido said with the tone of 
his voice turning reminiscent and serious. 
“T was back in high school and they used 
to call me Dido the Dog. I had always as- 
sumed it was because of the way I dogged 
along on the basketball court, never really 
getting up a full head of steam. I didn’t 
have to. I could always get just a foot or 
so ahead of whoever was guarding me and 
shoot without trying too hard. The coach 
said I was dogging it. I thought that was 
the only reason they called me Dido the 
Dog. Then. along this cute little 
chick from out of town and I decide I’m 
gonna say something to her. Jack, she told 
me I looked like a bulldog and started go- 
ing around with a cat like Eric. I like to 
have died.” 

Everybody in the group laughed heartily 
That’s the way it should have been, 
I thought to myself. What would any girl 
want with the likes of him. And still, I 
thought, there was my beautiful Ann down 
there—married to him! 

“Well, I made up my Lord 
hadn’t been crazy when he made some of 
us one way and us another. I 
figured these Eric type cats must have some 
weak spot. And that’s where I would be 
strong—to kind of even up things, y’"know,” 
Dido went on. 

“Tt’s the way you cats’ heels are made 
on your feet that you can run faster than 
us.” Eric said jovially. “That’s what the 
Bilboites and Nazis said when Jesse Owens 
in the world. y'know.” 


” Dido said 


comes 


again. 


mind the 


some of 


outran everybody 
“All these people were sick, 








IT COVERS GRAY HAIR 





Wm. J. Brandt's 


LIQUID 
EAU 
DENNA 


HAIR 
COLORER 


will cover 







4 
if pe . 
WILL NOT. TURN ‘THE HAIR t 
It will not rub off It stays on several 
Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, permanent — 
curling or straightening iron—nothing take 

You can cover any gray no matter how cubern or 
how caus 













nderful for sys 
just 


Wo Up 
You can put it on an be used 





Auburn 

Price: per 

: 5 . (including 

Order through your department store, 

druggist or from us. Give full local address. Money 
back if not entirely satisfied. 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. T-6, 112 E. 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. 


Men as well as women can use Bau Denna to advantage. 















Great 


TO BE SET TO MUSIC ,Srest, 
by recording companies, singers & commercials 
—FREE EXAMINATION— 
EMPIRE MUSIC PRODUCTIONS 
1476 , Broadway, corner 42nd St., N. Y.C. 36 

“Right in the Heart of Show Business’’ 




















lighter, brighter. 
New, improved NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream is 
unlike any product you ever have used before. 
No waiting hopefully for months to see the 
results you want. With the improved NEVOLINE 
formula we guarantee you will see your skin 
grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 days. 


- jor $1 m4 Send cash, money order, 


with the order — 








—Brown ... 
Hair Style and 
— aan 








DAM 
| 2451's South Michigan Avenue, Senenee ‘ie ifinois 


67 














impatiently. “Anyhow, I start getting with 
it on the basketball court and in the class 
rooms. I would move a little more smartly, 
and pretty soon I looked around and there 
wasn’t anybody out there where I was but 
me and the coach and the professor. And 
behind all this jazz, I had chicks! Man, I 
had chicks to give away.” 

“You gave them all away, didn’t you?” 
Ann said, jostling him. 

“Every last one of them, Baby—all but 
you.” 

I wasn’t sure I was understanding all 
that was going on between the three cou- 
ples downstairs. There seemed to be some 
kind of communication between them that 
was foreign to me, but I was sure what they 
were talking about was exactly what I 
wanted to hear. I tuned my ear more 
finely. 

“Well. when I’m about ready to leave 
college and I’ve run through all those 
ciddy little types who liked free passes to 
the basketball games and somebody to 
help them with their lessons, I up and see 
this chick here. Well, she’s cute and all 
of that. but I figure she’s got to be one of 
the beautiful but dumb ones. Then, on 
top of that I hear she’s Creole and ain’t 
having nothing to do with no jazzbo.” 

“And you were right, Baby,” Ann said 
as the laughter rang out again. 

“But we had some things going for us, 
Honey.” Dido chuckled. “The ‘opposites 
were attracting just like in physics, but 
then you just about hung me, Ann, honey. 
when we got to talking and you seemed so 
interested in my ideas about life and race 
and color and things. It was flattering to 
have you listen, but you were as angry 
about what Faubus did in Little Rock as 
I was.” 

“IT was embarrassed,” Ann said quietly. 
‘He reminded me of an old Acadian lady 
[ knew in the Viuex Carre who was still 
living in the dark ages.” 

| jumped at Ann’s mention of my old 
\cadian friend back home. What she had 
meant when she started her letter to me 
talking about the old lady now became 
very clear. 

“The world was racing ahead,” Ann con- 
tinued, “and that old lady was still using 
1 chamber pot and speaking French.” 


There was laughter below. 

“Well you see this chick started getting 
real down with the program,” Dido started 
again, “and one day she up and asked me 
what I thought about the color prejudices 
within the race. Man, she had taken her 
finger out of the dike. I knew I had her 
then.” 

“No you didn’t, Dido,” Ann interrupted 
throwing a pillow at the reclining form on 
the couch. “I was intrigued by the catlike 
way you moved on the basketball court. 
You were a BMOC—hbig man on campus, 
and any girl would have enjoyed going 
around with you.” 

“Well. that may have been part of it. 
but we got to looking at this color craze 
within the race from a different perspec- 
tive. We both got pretty wrapped up in it. 
You know the Americans didn’t start this 
mess, it was the Spanish and French who 
have long since been gone and left this 
crap here for us and our good white folks 
and near-white folks to sweat with.” 


IDO’S VOICE was getting strong and 

stentorian. He sounded like a man 
who knew what he was talking about and 
felt it very strongly. I was getting tired 
of standing there at the door but I couldn’t 
leave now. 

“You know it was the Spanish and 
French who were the love-starved colonists 
down in the Caribbean countries and on 
the Gulf of Mexico who grabbed off the 
African slave women and made them their 
mistresses. Some of those women were 
from African tribes whose women were 
tiny with keen features, small hands and 
small feet because the tribal kings. par- 
ticularly the Jaloffs. had made a practice 
of keeping for concubines only the hand- 
somest of the female captives they took 
in war. Their new masters did the same 
thing. and started an unconscious process 
of selective breeding. 

“This is where those beautiful octoroons 
and quadroons who used to have those 
glamorous balls came from. But there was 
an ugly thing involved in it. you know. 
There were laws that forbade marriage and 
the women and their children were doomed 
to remain outside the realms of respecta- 
bility,” Dido said. 
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“You're getting pretty serious, aren} 
you, old man?” Eric said. 

“This is a serious thing,” Dido said. 

“Let him go on,” Carl said, getting hin, 
self a fresh drink. 

“Yes, it never ceases to interest me’ 
Ann added. 

“Well, these cats had this thing workej 
out all to their advantage. They had wive 
at home but if they could afford it the 
would find themselves one of these shar) 
octoroons with a little dab of Africa 
blood, make a deal with her relatives anj 
set her up in a home down in the Frene} 
Quarter and have himself a ball wheneve 
he felt like it. And when the big octorooy 
balls were held, there wasn’t a jazzbo cat 


allowed on the premises unless he wa) 


blowing a horn or slinging hash. Thes 
cats were making it, Dad, but they weren' 
making anything but a lot of people wh 
could never claim ownership of a father 
and you know what that made ’em.” 

“Nobody ever told me about this,” Am 
said, showing an aggravating interest jp 
what Dido was saying. As I reflect on it 
I had never been told it in quite that way 
myself, 

“So what you’ve had as the years have 
gone by is a group of people playing game: 
with themselves, trying to hide a thing 
they hate by acting like they’re something 
they’re not—just like white folks who are 
afraid if Negroes get educated they will 
revolt.” 

The whole group laughed wildly. They 
laughed so easily. 

“You know. one day while I was talking 
to chickadee here this way. I just stuck 
my hand out toward her. She put her hand 
in mine. I knew I had her then.” 

“What do you mean by that?” Carl 
asked. 

“Oh. Man. that’s an old trick. You jus 
talk to a chick. And while you’re talking 
you put your hand out. If she puts hers 
in it, you’ve gotten through to her. Buddy. 
It never fails.” Dido laughed. 

“T wasn’t even conscious of how I fel 
about him either.” Ann said. 

“But just like that was happening with 
out Ann knowing about it. I guess that’ 
the way things have been happening to 
people all over the world in this race thing 
We’re all getting a little saner and sensible 
about the thing. We’re learning that beav- 
ty is really only skin deep, to use an old 
cliche, and that what matters is what: 
inside a person,” Dido’s voice trailed of 
softly. 

“You know I ran right into the trap he 
had set for me with that thought.” An 
took up. “I was sitting there listening 
him all absorbed in what he was saying 
and I piped up ‘Think of the children we 
could produce. What a combination—m 
looks and your brains!’ And he comes back 
with ‘But think of the tragedy if they had 
my looks and your brains!’ That’s when 





I decided to marry him.” 
“Wasn’t that sneaky?” Jacque was say 
ing to Carl. 
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Nas say 


“They're all sneaky,” Eric laughed. 
“You ought to hear how Mamie hooked 
” 


me. 


“Save it,” “You miscegena- 


Dido said. 


tors go home. It’s time [ got to bed. All 
the booze is gone anyhow.” 
“Guess we might as well.” Carl said. 


“How do you think things will work out 
with the old lady upstairs?” 

“Oh. shell come around,” 
“She isn’t really a bad sort. 
heen living in the dark ages. We've got 
her up here in outer space now. She'll 
see and hear things never dreamed 
were possible. She'll come around. I really 
like the old bag.” 

“Don’t call my mother an old bag.” Ann 
challenged him, again hitting him with the 
pillow. “It’s just that she stayed down 
there with that old Acadian lady and her 
chamber pot too much and too long.” 


Dido said. 


She’s just 


she 


Y FACE was hot and crimson. Per- 
haps the children were right. And 
what if Ann and Dido did happen to have 
children with Ann’s brain. Just as he had 
said my beautiful Ann had never had to 
extend herself. She was always so pretty 
that her teachers passed her. doors opened 
to her and she had learned little about 
how to think and believe and act on what 
she thought and believed. This marriage, 
this marriage that I had objected to so 
much was the first thing had ever 
believed in and was determined about. 
Perhaps I had sheltered her too much. 
Perhaps it was true I had lived too long 
in the company of the old lady with the 
chamber pot. My mind was racing with a 
thousand thoughts and a thousand contra- 
dictions. It seemed that all the things I 
had lived and believed in had been as- 
saulted in such a very few hours. The kids 
on the playground and all that talk down- 
stairs. My head ached furiously. 
I heard them coming up the 
quickly got into bed. 


she 


stairs. I 


“Are you all right. Mummy?” Ann’s 
voice came through the door. 
“IT seem to have a little headache.” I re- 


plied. 
“T'll get you something for it.”” Dido said. 
{nd a few seconds later he came in with 
some aspirin and a glass of water. I looked 
up at him from the bed. He did not look 
so bad. I thought as I swallowed the pills. 
And he seemed ten feet tall. When I had 
finished swallowing the water I handed 
the glass back to him. He took it and 
stuck his hand out. I placed mine in his. 
“Goodnight. Mummy.” he said. 
“Goodnight. Dido,” I said automatically. 
When he had closed the door and gone, 
there still seemed to be laughter in the 
house. Everywhere about me there seemed 
to be the echo of the laughter of young 
people genuinely happy and satisfied 
experience I had never known. 
As I pulled the covers snugly around my 
neck and closed my eyes to slee 2p I felt 30 
years older. 


an 


and a hundred years wiser. 


THE END 
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So Hungry For Love 


(Continued from Page 31) 


member of the Phalanx Club. 

I sighed. and reached over for my note- 
book and geometry text. “It’s almost our 
dinner time. Carolyn,” I said, getting up to 
go. “I'll see you later.” 

“Oh. you don’t have to go yet,” she said. 

Then. as a car stopped in front of her 
house. she squealed, “Who’s that? Oooo- 
Joanna! That looks like— It is! 

rhat’s Jimmy Roberts! He’s the boy I told 
you about, the one I met at the Interfrat 
Council’s dance last month.” 

By this time Jimmy Roberts, the cause 
of Carolyn’s mild hysteria, was coming up 
the walk toward the porch. So this was the 
boy that had Carolyn all aflutter! Well, he 
was rather nice looking, and tall—six feet, 
if an inch. 

“Hi, lovely ladies.” he said, as he took 
the steps to the porch an easy two at the 
time. He spoke mostly to Carolyn, looked 
questioningly at me. 

“Hi, Jimmy,” Carolyn said. She intro- 
duced us, and Jimmy turned his very con- 
siderable charm on me for a few moments. 

“Oh, by the way, Carolyn,” he said, turn- 
ing back to her, “I know I’m rather late 
asking you, but I’ve been out of town with 
the team. The Varsity Club-is having a 
dance tonight. Will you go with me?” 

“Why, thank you, Jimmy,” Carolyn an- 
swered, beaming as if she was lit up by 
every word he said. 

I couldn’t believe my ears! Involuntarily, 
I started to say something, but Carolyn’s 
sharp glance at me, and my own realiza- 
tion that there was nothing I could say, 
kept my mouth closed. But she had a date 
with David for tonight! ‘ 

Carolyn was idly swinging back and 
forth, talking about the dance, campus 
affairs and pleasant nonsense with Jimmy. 
\fter a few minutes, I said goodbye and 
left, taking the short cut across the lawn 
ind through the hedges to my home next 
door. I went straight to my room, glad that 
\fother wasn’t home. I didn’t want to see 
or talk to anybody just then. For the first 
time in our lives, I think I almost hated 
Carolyn. How could she do this to David? 
She had a date with him first. What would 
she tell him? It didn’t seem fair! Of course, 
jimmy was charming. but she didn’t need 
to lose her mind. 

From my second floor window, I could 
see part of their front porch and the steps. 
Jimmy was leaving, calling something back 

over his shoulder as he ran down the steps. 
Carolyn went into the house. In a few min- 
utes our telephone rang. I knew it would be 
Carolyn. 

[ picked up the extension in my room 
ind said, “Hello.” 

“Joanna?” Carolyn said. 

“Ves” 


“T know you think I’m awful,” she said, 


” 


oooh. 


I answered. 


10 


in that persuasive voice that had always 
gotten her everything she wanted. “but 
I’ve wanted to go to the Varsity Club dance 
for such a long time. And with Jimmy 
Roberts! Oh, it was just too wonderful a 
chance to miss. I just have to go. You do 
understand, don’t you?” 

I thought: it’s not up to me to under- 
stand, it’s for David to understand. Instead, 
though. I only said. “You know best what 
you should do. Carolyn. But you did have a 
date with David first. What are you going 
to tell him?” 

She seemed glad I wasn’t blaming her 
too much. 

“Oh, David—I’ll think of something to 
tell him. He’ll understand. I know he will. 
And he really won’t mind. You know 
David.” Her tone of voice shrugged him off 
easily. 

“T still don’t think—” I started to say, 
but she cut me off. 

“T’ve got to go. now. Joanna,” she said. 
“T’ve got so much to do. I'll tell you all 
about it afterwards.” 

There was a click in my ear, and she was 
gone. I put the phone back slowly. Oh, 
what business was it of mine? I looked at 
my reflection in the mirror and smiled 
grimly. Well, two dates the same evening 
was one problem I had never had and 
probably never would. so I’d forget it. 


> 


HAT’S WHY, later on that evening, I 

- was in for another shock. It was around 
nine o'clock. I was sitting on our front 
porch because it was a warm, spring eve- 
ning. Jimmy Roberts had come by for 
Carolyn about a half hour ago, and she had 
whirled on her happy way. So that’s why I 
couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw a car 
very much like David’s being parked in 
front of Carolyn’s house. Then David got 
out, all dressed up in white coat, dark 
trousers, and carrying a florist’s box! 

My throat hurt, and my eyes felt funny 
too. Whatever could have happened? Oh, 
that Carolyn! David couldn’t see me be- 
cause of the lattice-work of roses that sur- 
rounded half of our front porch. Now he 
was coming up the walk to the front door. 
Didn’t she even tell him? Oh, how could 
anyone be so mean and careless! 

Someone was answering the door. I 
couldn’t see, but I guessed it was Carolyn’s 
mother. Poor Mrs. Parker. What could she 
say? Carolyn didn’t care whom she made 
suffer. David was turning around now. 
walking slowly down the steps. He reached 
the car. and stood there by the door a 
moment. Then he lifted his arm as if to 
throw the corsage into the street. 

“Oh, no.” a voice called out of the dark- 
ness. Mine! I had yelled before I realized 
it. David stopped. lowered his arm and 
turned around to look toward my house. I 


could have bitten my tongue off, but it was 
too late now. 

“Who’s that?” he said. “Joanna, is tha 
you?” 

He had started over to the porch. 

“Uh—yes, David.” I answered. “T’y 
sorry. I didn’t mean to interfere. I gues 
when I saw you start to throw—I meap, 
the flowers and all. well. what I mean is— 

I was terribly flustered. and deserved ty 
be. The scowl on David’s face changed to, 
half-hearted grin. My confusion had helped 
him regain a bit of his composure. 

“You're right,” he said. “There’s no need 
to throw perfectly good flowers away. Mrs, 
Parker told me that Carolyn went to q 
dance at the University. She might have 
told me.” He was understandably bitter. 

“I’m sure she must have tried to let you 
know. David.” I said, in a small voice, 
“Maybe you weren't at home this after. 
noon?” 

“IT was away most of this afternoon,” he 
answered, “still, that’s hardly any excuse— 
Oh, heck, what are we talking about her for 
anyway? What are you doing sitting here? 
Aren’t you going to the Phalanx dance?” 

“No,” I said. “I didn’t receive an invita. 
tion.” 

David had been standing on the top step, 
sort of leaning over the porch railing, all 
the time we were talking, and now he 
turned to go. 

“Well, I guess I'd better be going. 
Thanks for talking to me, Joanna.” 

He looked down at the florist’s box still 
in his hand, and shrugged his shoulders. | 
didn’t know what to say, then, because I'd 
said don’t throw the corsage away. Now. 
what was he to do with it? It seemed as if 
he were trying to say something. but 
couldn’t. 

“What is it, David?” I asked. 

“Maybe I ought not say this, under the 
circumstances,” he said, “but, it’s such a 
nice evening, and I was wondering if you'd 
mind—that is, if you could—” 

I wasn’t sure what he was going to ask 
me, but I guess my surprise and shock was 
showing in my face, because he hurried up 
and said, “Oh, no, I’m not going to go to 
the dance, and I wouldn’t think of asking 
you after what’s happened. It’s just that. 
you seemed so nice I didn’t want to stop 
talking to you. I thought maybe, since you 
weren’t going to the dance either, we could 
drive over to Larry’s and get a sandwich 
and malt—or something.” 

He was stumbling over the words. a little 
embarrassed. Poor David. I could imagine 
how he must feel. Other thoughts popped 
into my mind—he was asking me to be 
second best. Well, so I had usually been. 
and I guess there wasn’t much harm in 
that. 

“Pll ask Mother if I can go,” I answered. 

“You're swell, Joanna.” David said. smil- 
ing. 

It was understood without words that I 
should do the asking, alone. David’s formal 
clothes would cause some natural questions 
on mother’s part. He sat down on the porch 
clider, and I went inside, trying to think 
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of what I would say to mother, and won- 
dering how this all happened in the first 
place. 

She and Dad looking at 
favorite nine o’clock TV show. I decided to 
make it quick and casual. “Mother, is it 
okay if I go over to Larry’s Drive-In with 
David Stewart for a malt?” 

She turned around and smiled. “Why, of 
course. dear.” she answered. Dad didn’t 
even stop looking at TV. I didn’t even go to 
put on fresh lipstick, just pic ked up my 
purse from the table and a jacket from the 
hall closet. and was out the front door. I 
was sure I’d mentioned to Mother that 
David was taking Carolyn to the dance, and 
Mother had some pride, even if I didn’t, I 
thought bitterly. 

“All set?” David jumped up as I came 
out. 

[ nodded, not trusting myself to words. 


were their 


\\ HEN WE ARRIVED at Larry’s, the 

favorite eating place of the upper- 
class high school gang. it was almost 
deserted. With so many dances in town to- 
night, I thought, there’s no wonder. No- 
body paid any attention to his semi-formal 
attire. We found a booth. and ordered malts 
and hamburgers. 

“You’re sweet to put up with me this eve- 
ning, Joanna,” David said. “I guess Jack 
Evans is a pretty lucky guy to have you for 
a girl friend.” 

I was very surprised, then, because | 
didn’t know David paid that much atten- 
tion to what I did. 

“Oh, we don’t go steady,” 
flustered. “We just date occasionally 
friends, that sort of thing.” 

“Well, he’s still lucky,” David said. 

“Uh—what school are you going to this 
fall?” I asked, anxious to change the sub- 
ject. 

David frowned slightly. “I don’t know 
yet,” he said. “My folks want me to go up 
on the hill, of course. but I’d just like to 
get away from my hometown for college. 
I'd like to go down to State, that’s what I'd 
really like. Where are you planning to go?” 

While he was talking, I had thought, 
well, at least we have indecision in com- 
mon! 

“That’s funny.” I said, “I want to go up 
on the hill to the University. but my mother 
wants me to go to an all girls’ school back 
East. She has her heart set on it. so I guess 
I'll go there, but I’ve dreamed about going 
on the hill ever since I can remember.” 

“Let’s just hope we both get what we 
want,” David said. smiling. 

We sat there, slowly sipping our malts. I 
was thinking about how funny life was 
sometimes. Whoever thought I’d be sitting 
here with David Stewart? 

There was more small talk about school, 
and friends, and then all too soon we were 
through, and ready leave. David was 
even laughing over some small joke by the 
time we reached the car. Then, as he 
opened the door for me. he saw the florist’s 
box on the seat, and abruptly 
smiling. 


I said, a little 
good 
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~There’s still something I’d like to do 
with that orchid,” he said savagely. “Have 
you ever been up to Crag Mountain?” 

“Why, yes,” I answered. “I’ve been by 
there with my parents on the way back 
from out of town trips.” 

Crag Mountain was the highest point of 
the little range of mountains just behind 
the campus. It was quite some distance. 
Surely he didn’t mean to drive— 

“Let’s go,” David said, and sent the car 
on out into the highway traffic. 

It never occurred to me to protest. I was 
like in some dream. I would not have 
known how to protest against David’s sug- 
cestion. 

He drove along, mostly in silence, an- 
swering my small attempts at conversation 
briefly. In about half an hour, we were at 
the top of Crag Mountain. He parked the 
car in a little grove of trees alongside the 
road, and we got out and walked over to 
the edge of the cliff. 

David ceremoniously tossed the corsage 
over the cliff. Then he laughed. “Now, I 
fee] better.” he said. 

[ had never been on Crag Mountain at 
night before, and did not know how ter- 
ribly beautiful the view was from that par- 
ticular point. The town, far below and a 
little to the left, sparkled like a jewel. Up 
here. we seemed to be so very far away 
from everything. 

“Tt’s kind of an awesome feeling, isn’t 
it.” I said, “like being at the top of the 
world.” ; 

David laughed, and reached for my hand. 
“Yes.” he said, “only don’t get too close to 
the edge of the world.” 

He didn’t let go of my hand, and for a 
moment we just stood there and looked at 
each other. Then, the spark that for me had 
ilways been there, seemed slowly to come 
to him. 

“Joanna,” he said, wonderingly, “I don’t 
think I ever really noticed before how very 
lovely you are.” 

[t seemed the most natural thing in the 
world—I was in his arms, and he was kiss- 
ng me, and I was kissing him back, like 
I'd always thought I would. After a mo- 
ment. we moved away from each other, both 
i little surprised at the intensity of our 
re elings. 

Back in the car, David turned on the 
ignition, pushed in the cigaret lighter. We 
turned to each other at the same moment. 

“David, I—” 

“Joanna, oh, Joanna—” 

He turned off the ignition, the lighter 
was forgotten. I was in his arms again, and 
his lips were on mine. The kiss that began 
as two kids seeking an answer, became, as 
our bodies clung together, two adults find- 
ing the answer. David’s caresses awakened 
a new wonder in me, a new desire, a wish 
to be, under his hands, whatever he wanted 
me to be. It seemed as if, somehow or 
other, we were given tonight—there had 
been nothing before this, there would be 
nothing after. There was only here. and 
os 


now. So why shouldn't we have all our 
love? And then, with wanting each other so 
very much, we knew that we had to have 
our love. 

Afterwards is difficult to remember for 
sure now. There was the wonder of, the 
mystery of, life. but also the remorse and 
pain of knowing this wasn’t the right way 
to learn about life. The rest of that night, 
too, is sort of vague in my mind—David 
trying to say he was sorry, getting home 
late, worried parents. I remember mother’s 
quick, startled look, as if for the first time 
noticing that I was grown up. A little late, 
I thought wearily. When David said good- 
night, there were no promises, no nothing. 
and we were both confused and miserable. 


SUPPOSE THAT’S WHY I tried to 

avoid him at school, for the next several 
weeks. Carolyn said to me, the day after the 
dance. “Joanna, do you know, David didn’t 
say a word to me about not going to the 
dance with him! I never did get a chance 
to tell him I couldn’t go, and I thought 
he’d be raving mad. He just looked at me 
sort of vaguely, and when I tried to explain, 
all he said was. ‘Yeah, uh huh’.” 

So I said to Carolyn. with a great show 
of brains on my part. “Yeah, uh huh.” 

Carolyn looked at me kind of funny. 

“Oh. well.” she said. dismissing the 
whole thing. “I don’t get any of it. But I 
must tell you about the Varsity Club 
Dance! Oh. Joanna. it was just too marvel- 
ous! I’m going to tell you just everything.” 
And so she did. for the next half hour, al- 
though my heart wasn’t in the listening. 

So, everything was pretty much like it 
was before. I continued avoiding David. 
and he didn’t seem to want to press the 
issue. I certainly didn’t want him to think 
that he had to—well. pay any especial at- 
tention to me. or anything. We were both 
lost to our emotions. that night. and it 
would be best for everybody, if we just 
forgot about it; pretend it didn’t happen. 

However, it seemed that it wasn’t to be 
forgotten so easily. I was trying so hard to 
pretend that night had never happened, 
that at first I couldn’t believe. and then, 
slowly, after several more weeks had 
passed, I was filled with cold terror at the 
realization of what certain physical symp- 
toms meant. I, who had always been a 
picky eater. began to have a ravenous ap- 
petite. except mornings, when the smell of 
coffee and mother’s breakfast preparations 
made me _ nauseated. sent stomach 
churning. I knew the facts of nature. of 
course, and there were other sure signs that 
I was pregnant. that I could not forget that 
night. 

My first thought was of David. How 
could I tell him? What would he do, or 
say? I thought. perhaps he’d offer to marry 
me, offer to—I shuddered. I didn’t want 
that. And then there were his school plans. 
Surely he would hate me all of his life. 


my 


‘No, I didn’t want that at all. Maybe he 


wouldn’t even. No. I wouldn’t tell him. 


I would have to make some plans. Grad. 
uation was three weeks away. At least | 
would have that. 

I couldn’t tell my parents, either, but jj 
was only my strong will, coupled with the 
fear, that helped me keep them from knoy. 
ing. The morning nausea was hardest of 
all. 

One particularly bad morning. Mothe; 
said, “Joanna, you don’t look well at all 
What’s the matter?” 

I tried to smile reassuringly. “Oh, I’p 
all right, Mother,” I said. “I’m a little tired 
I guess. There’s so much going on at school 
near the end of the semester.” 

“Well, why don’t you stay home from 
school today, dear?” she said, with cop. 
cern. 

“T think I will, Mother,” I said. “I’m no 
feeling too well.” 

I almost told her then. There were tears 
close to my eyes, and it would have been 
good to have someone else know. But | 
couldn’t. Our family is just like most every. 
one’s, I guess. Our town, too, like most 
everyone’s. I could see the shock, the 
misery that I would cause my parents, the 
end of all their dreams. No—I’d have to 
work it out some other way. 

“T think I'll go upstairs now,” I said, 
anxious to get away from Mother’s sym. 
pathetic, questioning eyes. 

I would have to make some plans, | 
decided. After graduation, I’d go away 
somewhere. There were homes for girls in 
my situation, I knew. I’d get a list from the 
library, or newspapers. My savings would 
take care of the train ticket. I’d leave a 
note for my parents. What could I say? 
How could I say: I’m leaving my home and 
your love that has been mine all of my life, 
to go out into nowhere, because of a foolish 
compassion. And then what? After it was 
all over. what would I do? Lying across my 
bed, I burst into tears, crying quietly, so no 
one would hear. 


HE VERY NEXT DAY, I started trying 

to find out about places to go. It was 
harder than I thought, and I couldn’t even 
remember the name of one I had heard 
about once. By making some roundabout 
inquiries, I finally had information about 
a few. 

I was sitting by myself at a table in the 
Reserve Book room of the public library. 
adding an address to my little list. when 
all of a sudden Carolyn plopped into the 
seat beside me. I quickly closed my note- 
book. 

“So here’s where you've been hiding,” 
she said gaily, and much too loudly for the 
library. 

“I was just finishing up some work,” I 
mumbled. 

“Let’s get out of here so we can talk,” 
she said. “I’ve got some plans to get you 
out of that depressed feeling you've been 
having lately.” 

We had walked outside and sat down on 
the broad steps of the library building. 
Carolyn was so full of bubbly excitement 
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and enthusiasm, that I almost felt better 
myself, even under the circumstances. 

“_And since this is Friday, we thought 
tonight would be a good time to have the 
picnic,” she was saying. 

“Have what picnic?” I asked. 

“Oh, Joanna,” Carolyn said, exasperated, 
“you haven’t heard a thing I said! The 
regular gang, and maybe a few extras, are 
ging to get together for a good old- 
fashioned picnic and wiener roast this eve- 
ning. We'll all meet at my house. and 
then go to the picnic grounds up on the 
hill. Jack’s already said hell go. and 
there’s David, and Mary Jane and Freda, 
and the twins. Oh. and I’ve got to call 
Jimmy again. We just have too darn many 
girls in our bunch and not enough fel- 


lows!” 
I laughed. “You’re sure right about 
that!” 
“You'll go, won’t you, Joanna?” she 
said, 


“Well—okay, sure.” I answered. I didn’t 
really want to, but I had to keep acting as 
if nothing was the matter. We sat there for 
afew more minutes while Carolyn planned 
and arranged the whole evening with the 
delight of anticipation in every word. 

“We'd better go home,” I said after 
awhile, “or itll be almost time for your 
picnic already.” 

“Okay.” she said. “come on, let’s go. I 
ean hardly wait!” 


HE PICNIC should have been fun for 

me, too, but somehow it wasn’t. I went 
in the car with Jack, and the Edley twins. 
and Carolyn had her Jimmy. The others 
came with Mary Jane and her boy friend. 
David had said he’d be late. 

The picnic grounds, just on the other 
side of the campus, were really an ideal 
spot, but Crag Mountain looming darkly in 
the distance. seemed to remind me that my 
heart was not carefree like all the others. 
\ fire blazed in the center of our little 
group, and we used sharply pointed sticks 
and small branches to roast the wieners in 
the crackling flames. There’s something so 
special about cooking outdoors. The fun of 
preparation, as well as the smoky taste of 
the wieners made them seem extra good. 
and we had cole slaw, pickles, and all the 
trimmings. I was biting into my second 
one, and beginning to feel quite contented. 
when suddenly David arrived. With him. 
was a pretty dark-haired girl. whom I had 
never seen before. 

I could feel my heart breaking. I mean. 
the pain was almost physical. Everyone 
spoke, and she was introduced as Shirley 
something. I didn’t hear; I wasn’t listening. 
[ wouldn’t look at David. I supposed this 
girl was the reason why he hadn't been over 
to Carolyn’s recently. 

The picnic had ended for me. The world 
had ended for me. I guess, in the back of 
my mind, I had kept hoping for some crazy 
miracle, like David would begin to care for 
me, that all those wonderful. impulsive 
things we said to each other that night on 


Crag Mountain might be true. Now, I knew. 

“You’ve sure been away out of this world 
lately, Joanna,” Jack Evans said, bringing 
his plate over to sit by me. 

I laughed a little. “Well, Jack. they al- 
ways said I was the serious type.” 

He said, “Well, I guess they were right!” 

We talked a bit more about school. and 
things, and then he went over to where the 
gang was surrounding the portable record 
player. 

Everyone was so happy, dancing. eating. 
drinking Cokes, their laughing faces out- 
lined in the light of the dying fire. I tried 
to memorize the scene, to record it in my 
mind forever. It would be the last such one 
I would see. After a while. I slipped away 
from the crowd, and went for a walk. There 
was a well, or cistern type opening in the 
ground, at the bottom of the hill. It had not 
been used for years, and was now only kept 
for decorative purposes. 

I climbed up on top of the rim: it was 
dark, and I could not see the water far be- 
low. I thought, this is kind of dangerous. 
It?s sure a wonder they don’t cover it up, 
or fill it in or something. The top of the 
well, where I was standing, slanted a little, 
toward the center. The stones were slip- 
pery. Why. someone could slip and fall— 
[ began to feel cold, and sort of shaky. 

I hadn’t thought of it before. not until 
this very minute, but if I did fall. it would 
look like an accident. I wouldn’t have to 
run away. My parents would be sad, but 
they would never know the shame. It would 
just be a terrible accident. I lifted my foot 
cautiously. The dark, blessed oblivion be- 
low seemed to beckon to me. And then, that 
last moment before I slipped. I didn’t want 
to die! In that one moment, just living. no 
matter how. seemed the sweetest. most won- 
derful—I screamed! 

I reached out. clutching with hands and 
feet. all of me, for something, anything. 
Then I was falling, falling. There was the 
hurting shock of the cold. black water, then 
nothing. 


A T FIRST. I was only aware of all of me 
-*% hurting and aching. I was in bed some- 
where, and there were funny smells. I 
opened my eyes. There was white all 
around me. and a familiar-looking man. 
with his back turned to me, and a woman 
in a nurse’s white uniform. It looked like a 
hospital room. Why was I here? Then, I 
remembered the picnic, and jumping—fall- 
ing—into the well. The man turned around. 
It was Dr. Meadows, our family doctor. He 
looked at me anxiously. and came over to 
the bed. 

“Well, young lady.” he said. “you had a 
narrow escape.” Then he spoke to the 
nurse. “Oh, Miss Jones, would you go and 
tell Joanna’s parents she’s awake now.” 

The nurse left, and Dr. Meadows turned 
back to me, frowning. “Joanna,” he said, 
“if it hadn’t been for young David Stewart 
hearing you scream when you fell in that 
well, you’d have lost your life, child. Some 
of the fellows lowered him down by the 


rope, and he got you out of there, some 
way. I don’t see how he did it. You were 
very lucky. I just don’t see how you could 
have—” 

“I don’t know, Dr. Meadows,” I said, my 
voice sounding cracked and funny. “I just 
got sort of dizzy, I guess.” 

He sat silently for a moment, then looked 
toward the door. “Now, I haven’t told your 
parents this,” he finally said, “and my 
nurse won’t either, but you were about two 
months, pregnant, Joanna. You lost the 
baby, perhaps due to the shock of the fall. 
and the time you were in the cold water 
of the well. But didn’t you know? Why 
hadn’t you consulted me?” 

“Yes, I knew, Dr. Meadows,” I whis- 
pered. “I didn’t want my parents or anyone 
to know. I was going to go away.” 

Dr. Meadows sighed. He looked old and 
tired. “You can’t ever run away, Joanna,” 
he said. “You always have to pay. I’ve 
known you since you were born, and this 
I can’t understand. You have never done 
anything without good reason, without 
thinking of your parents. Why? Why would 
you do such a thing?” 

I tried to say something, but the tears 
came, instead. Just then, the door opened, 
and my parents came in. Dr. Meadows 
wiped my face. Mother had been crying. 
and Daddy looked awfully upset. 

“Oh, my baby,” Mother cried. rushing 
to the bed. “You’re all right. Thank God 
you're all right!” 

“Yes, Mother,” I was crying too, now, 
but for the first time in a long time. tears 
of joy. 

They stayed a few minutes, then Dr. 
Meadows said I would have to get some 
rest. There was still one person to face. 
David was still there, although it was now 
almost morning. Dr. Meadows le?t us alone. 

David looked tired and haggard. He had 
on an interne’s jacket, and his slacks were 
wrinkled. He came over to the bed and sat 
beside me. 

“Joanna.” he said, “you—could have 
been killed, you know.” His voice was un- 
happy. full of questions, and [ suddenly 
realized the uselessness of making him 
share my burden. 

“I know, David,” I said. “I 
and didn’t realize the danger. I lost my 
balance, and fell. I don’t know how to say 
thank you, for saving my life.” 

Somehow, he looked greatly relieved. “I 
came to get you to meet my cousin, Shir- 
ley,” he was saying, “and when I saw you 
leave, I followed you.” 

So the girl was his cousin. Well, never 
mind that now. It was too late for yester- 
day. I closed my eyes. 

“Thank you, David,” I said, “I'll always 
be grateful to you.” 

He got up quietly and looked as if he 
wanted to say something, but said instead, 
“We'll talk about it later.” 

I thought, yes, David, thank you for my 
life, and although you took my yesterday, 
you gave me my tomorrow. 


was upset, 


THE END 
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My Wedding Night Was A Lie 


ontinued from Page 25 
(Cont if Page 25) 


tell everyone | was just grieving for Carl. 
I think most of them knew that I had had 
a baby, and when I looked into their eyes, 
behind all the pity, I saw scorn. 

But now I had a man who did not look 
at me with pitiful or scornful eyes. a man 
who looked at me with only love—a love 
that I could kill with the truth. And so I 
never told Andrew about my past. 

(ndrew was a good man, a God-fearing 
man: a man who in his own love and in- 
nocence had not realized on our wedding 
night that his bride was not a virgin. 

We had been happy. he and I, living our 
own quiet life, going to church on Sunday. 
making friends, even being respected by 
the people in our middle-class neighbor- 
hood. How could I now, after five years of 
marriage. suddenly introduce this strange 
boy to my husband? What could I say? 
“Oh. by the way. Andrew, this is my son. 
Edward. I don’t believe you’ve met.” No. 
I couldn’t say it that way. There was no 
way to say it. 

I walked back into the kitchen where 
\ndrew’s birthday cake stood majestically 
on the table. mocking me. The tears came 
then in a great flood of hopelessness and 


remorse, 


ATER THAT DAY I went about the 
rest of my household chores with robot- 
like interest: making the bed, vacuuming 
the living room, dusting furniture that 
really did not need dusting, rearranging 
things in the already tidy spice cabinet. 

could stand the 
squeezing pressure of the four walls no 


4 


By mid-afternoon I 


longer. so I slipped into a thin coat and 
left the house. 

It had been a long time since I had gone 
walking like that; not since the early years 
after Carl’s death. When I had to think. 
when I had to work out problems. I went 
walking. Now I was walking again, trying 
to think. trying to work out the problem. 

\ block from our house, a cluster of 
book-laden children swarmed past me. and 
up ahead. straggling along in groups of 
two and three and four. more were com- 
ing. their high, laughing voices piercing 
the fall air. School’s out, I thought. I 
turned down a side street to avoid them. 

\ half block later. I heard a mother 
calling to her daughter as she leaned 
“Jo Ann! 
Jo Ann! Come on in now, honey. It’s time 
or your afternoon nap.” And a little girl 
about three scampered from a sand pile in 


through the back screen door. 


the back yard and ran toward her mother, 
“But | 
nap, Mommy.” 


protesting, don’t want to take a 
I turned up another street. 
Children, children. everywhere. Was the 


i4 


whole world filled with nothing but chil- 
dren? Did everyone on earth have a child 
but Andrew and me? That was funny. We 
had never really talked about having chil- 
dren. I had not wanted to; going through 
that again would have served only to make 
memories of the past come thundering 
down the path of time. crashing back into 
my mind. No. I had not wanted that. 

And Andrew had seldom mentioned chil- 
dren except in a vague way. as if some day 
we would have them as a matter of course. 
If he only knew! 

At the next intersection. I paused at the 
curb for a car I saw moving swiftly down 
the street. Suddenly running past me was 
a small boy about six. He looked neither to 
the right nor left. but instead plunged di- 
rectly into the street. The driver of the 
car saw him and hit his brakes. The auto 
skidded crazily for a moment. At the same 
instant I raced out behind the child, catch- 
ing him by the shoulders and snatching 
him back. The auto came to a halt just a 
few feet in front of us. 

The driver. his eyes glassy with fright. 
leaned out the window. “Golly, I’m sorry, 
lady, but that kid of yours ran right out in- 
to the street.” 

I clutched the small boy to me as I knelt 
beside him. closing my eyes as tears trickled 
down my face. Mine. It could happen to 
mine, without anyone there to save him. 
The boy. almost unmindful of the great 
danger. ran on across the street and up 
the sidewalk as soon as the car moved 
away again. 

I would have to bring my son home. 
Andrew would have to be told... 


(THE DINNER and birthday cake were 

received by Andrew that night with all 
the warmth and enthusiasm I had hoped for 
early that morning. “I can’t imagine what 
all the other guys in the world are married 
to.” he said lightly. kissing me on the cheek 
as I served him his second piece of cake. 
“because I’ve got the most wonderful wife 
in the world.” 

How happy those words could have made 
me. if only Andrew could say them after he 
knew. 

I walked back to my place at the table 
and sat down. “Andrew. what do you think 
about children?” I began slowly. 

“Well—I think they’re necessary to the 
human race.” he said, chuckling gently. 
“What do you mean what do I think about 
children?” 

“T mean. do you want any?” 

“T guess I always thought we would have 
some. but there was no special hurry. We’re 





not so old—Hey, wait a minute! Don’t tel 
me you’re—” 

“No. [’'m not pregnant.” [ said. 

“Then why this sudden seriousness aboy 
children?” he asked. 

“Would you ever want to adopt a child” 
I questioned him. 

“Why should we adopt a kid? Why cay’ 
we have our own?” . 

“Well. we’ve been married a long tiny 
now and nothing has happened.” 

“Yes. but I thought that was because yo, 
wanted it that way. I mean—” ; 

“But couldn't we adopt a child?” [ pe. 
sisted. 

Andrew 
ee” 
could.” 

“T don’t mean just bring one into th 
house. Andrew.” I went on. “I mean. coulj 
you take a child and love it and care fy 
it as if it were your very own.” 

“That’s a pretty big order.” Andrey 
said thoughtfully. “Are you serious abou 
this?” he demanded. eyeing me carefully. 

“Yes, Andrew.” I said. dropping m 
gaze from him. “I am.” 

We sat quietly. just looking at each 
other, for a long time. 

“Well.” Andrew began. his face break. 
ing into a smile. “I guess I should have 
known all this was a bribe.” He waved 
his hand across the table. over the cake 
and remnants of dinner. “Okay. I give. | 
guess we can adopt a child if you want to, 
It might be kind of fun having a baby in 
the house.” 

The joy that had leapt into my heart with 
his first words faded just as quickly. “I-] 
hadn’t thought of a baby, Andrew.” I said. 
“T thought—well, a baby would be a lot of 
trouble. I mean, they cry a lot and require 
I thought maybe an 


very quiet for a while 
he said finally. “I—T 


Was 


guess yw 


so much attention. 
older child—” 
“Oh. no.” Andrew protested quickly. 
“We would have to get a baby so we could 
start training behavior patterns early. We 
would want the child to reflect our think 
ing and habits. and you can’t start too soon 
on a thing like that. I think we’d have to 
get a baby if anything.” 
The deception. the great lie I had come 
so close to pulling off, was dashed to bits 


S SOON as Andrew left the house the 
next morning. I telephoned Mr. San¢- 
ers. “I’m trying to work this out, Mr. 
Sanders. please believe me. I wondered if 
I could come up and spend a little time 
with Eddie today. It—it would help us sort 
of get acquainted.’ 
“Certainly, Mrs. Mitchell,” he said. “I 
can arrange that. When will you be here?” 
His voice was much friendlier than it had 
been the day before. 
I told him when my train would get it 
St. Louis, only an hour’s ride away. 
“I'll meet you at Union Station with 
Eddie.” he said. “Then the two of you 
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can take off by yourselves for a while.” 
Mr. Sanders paused. then he added, “He’s 
quite a boy, Mrs. Mitchell.” 

That day was the strangest in my life. 
Eddie was quiet, obedient. intelligent, as 
we talked, and even cheerful and a little 
enthusiastic over things we did—a trip to 
the Forest Park Zoo. where I had remem- 
bered my father taking me once when I 
was a child; lunch at a hot dog stand, rides 
at a carnival. But underneath his outside 
manner, there was an inner quiet about 
Eddie. something that seemed to say: “I 
know you're just being nice to me. This 
won't last.” 

“Eddie.” [ said just before we got back 
to the station to meet Mr. Sanders late that 
afternoon. “Do you miss Aunt Hattie very 
much?” 

“She was very nice,” Eddie said softly. 
He didn’t say anything else. 

“Eddie. you know I'm your mother. don’t 
you?” [ asked him. 

“Yes.” he said. He didn’t look up at me. 

Such a little boy. I thought with an ache 
in my heart. Such a poor. unwanted little 
boy. And the feeling I had experienced 
when I pulled another child from in front 
of a speeding auto swept over me. and I 
knew I could never again turn my back 
on my own son. 

“T want to take Eddie home with me this 
evening—to meet my husband.” I told Mr. 
Sanders when he came to meet us. 

“Does he know?” Mr. Sanders asked. 

“No—but if they have a chance to get 
acquainted, it might make things easier.” 
T said. 

“T wouldn’t want the two of you to have 
a scene in front of Eddie.” he said. glane- 
ing over at the boy. who was busy scanning 
comic books on a magazine rack. 

“There won't be a scene. I promise.” I 
said. my eyes pleading with Mr. Sanders 
for permission. 

“Eddie.” he called. The boy came over. 
“Would you like to go home with Mrs. 
Mitchell tonight?” 

“Okay.” Eddie said in that offhand man- 
ner of his. as if it really didn’t matter one 
way or the other. 

Please God. { thought when we boarded 
the train for home. please let Andrew un- 
derstand. 

The lights were on in the house when we 
got home. Andrew was in the kitchen, try- 
ing to make supper. “Hi.” he called out to 
me when he heard us enter. “I got your 
note about going to St. Louis to do some 
shopping. so I thought I had better get 
started—” He stopped when he saw Eddie. 
and his eyes went to me questioningly. 

“Andrew, this is Eddie.” T said. smiling. 
“Eddie Jackson.” 

“Well, how do you do.” Andrew said, 
sticking out his hand to the boy. 

“Hello,” Eddie said. 

Andrew looked back at me. his eyes still 
asking questions. 

“Eddie is going to have dinner with us,” 
I said. “Why don’t you two talk while I 






get something cooked?” I knew I sound 
nervous, but I tried not to. 

Andrew and Eddie sat down in the liyiy 
room, and I could hear them talking whil 
I got dinner ready in the kitchen. \y 
hands shook as I worked, and I coy 
hardly keep my mind on what I was doing 
Already I was afraid of what I had doy 
Would Eddie tell Andrew that I was hj 
mother? What were they saying? 

In about twenty minutes. Andrew walke 
back into the kitchen. “Ella.” 
quietly, “who is this boy?” 

“Why. dear. I told you. he’s Eddie Jack 
son—” 

“No, no. I mean why is he here—fy 
dinner, you said—but why? Now last nigh 
we talked about a baby but—” 

It was now or never. and IT knew it. “Ap 
drew. Eddie is my son,” I said quietly. 

Andrew stopped short, his face incred. 
ulous as if he had seen a ghost. “Yq 
must be joking,” he said. “How? When? 

“Maybe we had best go to our room an/ 
talk about it.” I said. glancing toward the 
living room. 

“Maybe 
sternly. 

And so I poured out the whole story ti 
Andrew; the story of Carl and my parent 
and the baby and Aunt Hattie. The e. 
pression on Andrew’s face did not chang 
while I talked. It was an expression I hai 
never seen before, one I did not know the 
meaning of. 

“You'd better go back and _ finish din. 
ner.” he said when I had finished talking 

I looked at him for a moment longer. 
wanting him to say something. to let me 
know how he felt. But I decided it might 
be best if we didn’t talk any more just then 

Later, when I called Andrew to dinner. 
he didn’t come. “I’m not hungry.” he said. 
“Go ahead and eat.” A few minutes later. 
as Eddie and I sat at the dining table 
Andrew walked out the front door withou! 
a word, 

I put Eddie to bed in the spare room later 
that night, and then I went to my room. 
waiting for the husband I was not sure 
would return. It was late when I heard his 
key in the door, and he came in and un 
dressed in the dark, crawling silently into 
bed. I waited several minutes for him t 
say something. to ask if I were awake, but 
he remained silent. 

“Andrew.” I whispered finally. 

“Not now, Ella,” he said stiffly. “I don't 
want to talk about it now.” 


he Sail 


we'd better.” Andrew _ sai 


NDREW KEPT his silence at breakfas 
the next morning, leaving before Eddie 
was awake. I could not help wondering 
again if Andrew would come back home, o 
if this were my sentence, a lifetime of 
silence. 

When Eddie got up, he was very quiet. 
and although I tried to keep my own mind 
busy by showing him things around the 
house and making conversation, Eddie 
seemed restless. Finally, he asked: “Can 
I go back now, back to Mr. Sanders?” 
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“Oh. Eddie.” I cried. unable to hold back 
the tears any longer. “do you want to leave 
me?” 

“Yes.” he said. 

“But why. Eddie?” I pleaded. “You have 
no home now, no place to go.” 

“] think I had better go,” he said simply. 

“Eddie.” I cried, “I need you, you don’t 
know how I need you. I’m all alone now, 
too, in a way. I don’t have anybody either 
if don’t have you.” 

“Mr. Mitchell doesn’t like me.” Eddie 
said simply. 

“He just doesn’t know you. Eddie. Please 
sive us a chance. Give me a chance to be 
the mother I’ve never been. I need you so. 
and I do want you, Eddie.” 

He looked at me then. “Okay,” he said. 
but the smile I prayed for did not come. 
Still. I held him close to me and cried. 


\\ HEN ANDREW WALKED IN that 
evening, | was prepared for the worst. 
There was no turning back now. I had to 
keep my son, even if I lost my husband. 

“T think we had better talk now.” An- 
drew said when he got his things off. 

We went into the bedroom, leaving Ed- 
die reading a book in the living room. 

“Andrew. I know how this must be a 
shock—” I started. 

“Please. Ella,” he said. “Let me say what 
I've got on my mind. while it’s good and 
clear.” 

“Yes. Andrew.” I said. quietly. 

“I can’t say everything is all right. It 
isn’t. It will take me a long time to get over 
the fact you’ve kept this from me all these 
years. It isn’t pleasant for a husband to 
learn, either, that there has been another 
man before him, a man who wasn’t even 
married to his wife. These things hurt.” 
He was silent a moment. “But I can’t con- 
demn what you’ve done, either, Ella. I 
guess I love you too much for that. We've 
had a lot of good years of marriage. I sup- 
pose they should count for something. I 
don’t know how it will be, living with a 
stranger in the house—I guess you have in 
mind keeping the boy.” 

I waited an eternity for his next words. 

“We'll just have to see. Ella.” he said 
finally. 

I still sat quietly as he got up and walked 
back to the living room. “Hey, Eddie.” I 
heard him call to our son, “I’m getting a 
little hungry. how about you?” 

I got up and followed quickly behind 
him. Eddie was standing there looking at 
Andrew. “I am too,” he said. And then 
the smile came. 

Andrew smiled too. “Then I guess you 
had better hop to it and get us men fed.” 
Andrew said to me. 

I turned quickly from them and walked 
to the kitchen. I didn’t want them to see me 
crying. Andrew was trying. And Eddie 
was trying. I guess I would have to try 
the hardest of all; try to win, totally and 
forever, the love of my son; and try to 
win again the love and respect of my 


hushand. THE END 
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Impatient Lovers 


(Continued from Page 11) 


ETTY WAS brushing back my hair 

from my forehead. My lips throbbed 
with anticipation of her kisses, but when 
my arms tightened I again felt that little 
tremor run down her spine. Abruptly she 
broke away. “I’d better get after those 
dishes.” she said nervously. 

I insisted on drying and because I had 
on a new pair of stacks Betty tied one of 
\lary’s aprons on me. The scrap of ruffled 
print looked darned silly on my husky 
frame and Betty laughed at me, but in 
spite of her teasing I dried for her as ef- 
ficiently as if I’d been helping her with 
dishes for ages. 

[ was a pretty big guy to be playing 
games but as we worked I couldn’t help 
imagining that this was our place—that 
maybe Betty and I were just cleaning up 
after our nightly dinner. I whistled while I 
worked and when Betty accidentally 
bumped into me and her hand shot out to 


steady herself, the warm pressure of her 
fingers on my arm sent a lump into my 
throat. It was all pure heaven. I wouldn’t 
have wanted a single thing changed if it 
could only have been true. 

When we’d finished and switched off the 
light, Betty stopped to take a peek at the 
twins. Already the kids were climbing out 
of the real baby stage. Cowboy hats and 
guns were stacked on a chair. They'd in- 
sisted on lugging along the football Harry 
had given them for their fourth birthday 
and it sat proudly on a chest of drawers. 
They were going to be just like Harry 
when they grew up. Strong and husky with 
large brown eyes. 

But now as they lay sleeping soundly 
they looked so darned trusting and help- 
less, just like the dependent little guys 
they really were. Betty’s face took on a 
longing look when she bent over them. 
“Golly Mary’s a lucky girl,” she murmured 
wistfully. 
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“Some people have all the luck!” | 


slipped out before I could help it. by 
turned away before Betty caught the bitte 
ness in my eyes. Sure Harry and ¥; 
were lucky. But maybe we could hg 


wonderful kids too if we just had tue 


chance, I thought helplessly. 

“Don—” Betty followed me into the |; 
ing room. Right away I was sorry J 
sounded off. We both knew our situatig 
from A to Z. No use harping on all the gj 
problems again when there just wasn’t ay 
solution. Anyway, tonight we were @ 
alone for a change and I wanted to tak 
advantage of every single minute of oy 
blessed privacy. I turned on Harry’s poy 
able phonograph. keeping the sound dow 
low so as not to wake the kids. and hej 
out my arms. 

Betty hummed as we danced around tly 
big living room. When the record we 
finished I shut the phonograph off, pullel 
Betty tighter to me and tipped her head y 
meet mine. Her lips were warm and sweet 
They sent every drop of blood racing 
through my veins, and deep inside m 
heart began to pound until it felt as though 
it would burst with all my love for her 
And tonight, wonderfully and miraculouw 
ly, we didn’t have to worry about being 
interrupted. For there wouldn’t be am 
policeman peering into parked car win 


dows here, making Betty feel cheap ani} 
common as a pick-up. No telephones «| 


prying waitresses eyeing lunchroom booth 
suspiciously. 

A blinding, honey-sweet fire 
through my mind; my pulse speeded with 
the magic of holding her in my arm. 
Then abruptly I felt her stiffen; almos 
fearfully she pushed me away. 

“Don, please—take it easy—” Her face 
was flushed, her breathing unsteady and 
when she smoothed her blouse her hand 
trembled. 

“Take it easy? Why, Betty? I’m not 
ashamed of loving you.” My voice wa 
tight, almost bitter. It hurt as bad as real 
physical pain to always have to shove my 
love aside, keep it wrapped up as if I'd w 
right to it. 

But the look in Betty’s eyes stopped me 
from storming on. I turned helplessly 
way, all my frustration swinging into angel 
against the rotten unfairness of things; 
the way life kept us apart when our whole 
beings were demanding each other. 


” 


N THE little silence that followed, a cat 

drove up. Expecting Harry I hurried 
to the door. A heavy-set, grey-haired wom 
an climbed out of a pick-up truck and 
walked to the porch. “Hi folks.” she called 
out. “I’m Maggie White. run the store a 
the crossroads just down the highway. I 
was just getting ready to close up when 
I got a phone call from Doe Bradey’s office. 
He asked me to drive over here and tel 
you folks that Harry Randolph had to take 
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is wife in to City hospital in San Diego. 
Noc made arrangements with a surgeon 
here to operate. It’s Mrs. Randolph’s ap- 
endix. Doc said it’s got to come out right 


” 


away. 


Betty had come out beside me and I 
heard her catch her breath. 

“Doe said you folks should know and I 
wuess Mr. Randolph was wondering if you 
eakd manage with the kids okay. He told 
Doc he’d make it back as soon as he could. 
But guess his wife wants him to stay at the 
hospital until it’s all over so don’t imagine 
he'll get back much before morning.” the 
woman went on. 

“No need for Harry to worry: we'll 
manage fine. And thanks a million for 
driving over and letting us know.” I told 
her. 
She laughed as she climbed back into 
the truck. “Land sakes, that’s nothing. 
What’s a neighbor for if it isn’t to help 
someone out in trouble?” 

When she was gone I couldn’t help 
thinking that now Betty and I would have 
hours more time to be together. As I shut 
the door, in spite of my concern for poor 
Mary. an odd kind of nervous excitement 
slipped over me. Unconsciously I began 
to whistle. but after I’d fished a pack of 
cards from my bag and set up a card 
table I saw that Betty was frowning un- 
certainly. 

“What’s the matter. honey?” I asked 
her. “Mary’s going to be all right. An 
appendectomy isn’t so serious anymore.” 

“I know. Don. I’m really not afraid for 
her,” she told me quietly as she sat down 
at the card table. But when she picked 
up the hand I’d dealt her she stared at the 
cards as if she didn’t quite know what to 
do with them. 

“For Pete’s sake. Betty, why all the 
gloom? Your sister knew it was all set 
for you to stay over anyway. didn’t she?” 
I said. 

She nodded. “Yes. Grace knew I was 
staying.” she began. then her voice broke 
and as IT got up to open some beer she 
caught at my arm. “Oh. Don. this is all 
wrong, just us alone like this. Don’t you 
see?” 

“Wrong. what’s wrong about it? I 
think it’s swell.” I tilted her chin upward 
and smiled down into her troubled eyes. 
Then somehow she was in my arms and | 
was crushing her hard against me. Her 
lips warmed beneath mine until finally 
they responded with every fiber of her be- 
ing. It had always taken every ounce of 
strength I had before to approach the pin- 
nacle and then turn back, but tonight my 
passion was like an exploding volcano that 
no power of mine could halt. 

It was Betty who finally tore herself free. 
I stood there trembling, my breathing 
tagged and hard. As the pounding of my 
pulse began to quiet I knew the chips 
were down. I knew what had to happen 
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if Betty and I stayed here tonight. and| 
guess subconsciously [Vd known it gj 
along; known and wanted it. That’s wh 
I'd been so strained and excited. 

With every aching muscle in my body] 
wanted her. Her smile. her talk of Joy 
were not enough now. I needed all of he, 
to have and hold until we were no longy 
separate people but one flaming entity 
And, like a starving man craves food, | 
been wanting this all thorugh the drag 
ging two years of our engagement. 

“Why can’t we stay. Betty?” I demang. 
ed, fighting to keep my voice even. “VY; 
love each other; we know we're going j 
get married. What’s wrong about a ma 
wanting to love his girl? Why should yw 
deny ourselves everything?” 

I clenched my fists until the veins stood 
out on my sunburned flesh. “I want you 
Betty. I need you. Don’t you understan¢ 
that?” 

Her face was twisted as if she wer 
fighting something that was too big for 
her. “Understand? Oh, Don, what do you 
think I'm made of? Don’t you think I've 
been wanting you too ever since—” Her 
voice thickened and broke off. 

“Betty—” I reached out and swept her 
into my arms. Then I was kissing her a 
hungrily as if my lips had never touched 
hers before. Swiftly an uncheckable fire 
blazed through me, and my senses reeled 
in trembling anticipation. She felt like a 
cloud when I lifted her and carried her to 
the couch. Then T knelt beside her, m 
heart overflowing. 

“Betty. sweetheart.” [ murmured husk- 
ily, “I promise Tl never stop trying to 
make you happy.” 

“Don—” Her trembling fingers touched 
my lips, slipped back to cradle my head. 
When I was beside her I pulled her tight 
to my tense body, turned her face to mine. 
But when my lips closed over hers they 
suddenly felt as though they’d turned to 
stone. Dazed, I searched her eyes. There 
was nothing there. They were wide and 
steady and looking into mine. but they had 
no expression at all, Only her lips moved. 
just a quiver at one corner. For one be 
wildered moment I watched them. Then 
all my fire and longing were gone, swep! 
away like the swift dying of lighting. | 
felt wooden, almost cold. “Betty—” My 
voice sounded strange even to me, as if 
I'd never heard it before. 


UDDENLY, somewhere. something 
‘” banged. Guiltily I jumped up. 

“The babies—” Betty’s voice was shrill 
and frightened as she ran before me (0 
their room. 

I found a shutter loose. opened the win- 
dow and hooked it firm, When I turned 
back Betty was bending over the twins 
“They’re so groggy with sleep I don’t think 
even a bomb would wake them.” she whit 
pered, 

I felt groggy, as if someone had slipped 
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first on how well we keep the world’s people. 
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diminish these basic causes of wars. 
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UNITED STATES COMMITTEE FOR THE UNITED NATIONS, BOX 1958, WASHINGTON 18, D.C. 


first 


litical discussions... make the United Nations 
mankind’s last great instrument of survival. 


Be an ambassador of the United Nations 
in your neighborhood. Our government— 
officially and actively—supports the United 
Nations, but it is your good will and under- 
standing that is its best guarantee of con- 
tinued success. To receive the informative 
free pamphlet, “The UN in Action,” write: 
United States Committee for the United 
Nations, Box 1958, Washington 13, D. C. 








81 





a mickey in my beer. Unsteadily I won- 
dered what had happened to us when we 
were both so sure of each other. so ter- 
ribly in love. 

“They look so darned helpless they 
make you feel terribly humble, as if you’d 
have to be awfully wise and good to earn 
the privilege of having children.” Betty 
said wonderingly as she straightened their 
coverlet. 

Her words hit me like bullets. The 
privilege of having children. . . . Funny 
that I’d never looked at it that way before! 
Suddenly I realized that marriage is more 
than just loving and wanting someone. It’s 
keeping a sacrament holy, becoming a real 
family. making a home where your chil- 
dren can grow up strong and healthy, with 
their minds guided firmly toward moral 
soundness. 

Betty turned to me as if she were think- 
ing out loud: “It kind of wakes you up 
doesn’t it, Don? Makes you glad that— 
well that everything is so right between 
us, 

She was thinking of the family we might 
have some day, of the kind of parents 
we’d want to be. and I knew that whatever 
had hit me before, she’d felt it too. 

I nodded. I couldn’t risk speaking just 
then for my heart was too full of awaken- 
ing for words. For underriding my guilt 
that made my throat dry and my palms 
still moist was a thankfulness that some- 


thing I couldn’t quite understand had 
saved us from greater shame and regret. 

I straightened my shoulders as if they’d 
just shed a heavy pack. Constraint and 
tension left me. Betty would be as safe 
with me tonight as if she were tucked in 
her own bed at home. only I didn’t want it 
that way any longer. I didn’t want the 
possibility of even a shadow of anything 
threatening our happiness again. 

When we walked back to the living room 
I got my jacket. “I’m going down to the 
crossroad store to see if I can get that 
lady to stay with you and the kids tonight. 
T’ll say we’ve thought it over. You know 
how helpless Harry is where Mary’s con- 
cerned. He'll sure need someone to pilot 
him through this night and T guess Tm 
elected.” 

Maggie White was swell about coming, 
and Harry did need me when I finally 
caught up with him in the waiting room at 
City Hospital. Betty had come to the porch 
to see me off. When she kissed me good- 
bye, she buttoned my jacket tighter against 
the sharp mountain wind just like any 
long-married. alert housewife. When I 
drove away I found myself whistling. 
Somehow I knew the waiting wouldn’t be 
too hard for either of us from now on. 


THANKED GOD a hundred times since 
for the way that night turned out. but 
not until our wedding night did full real- 


MMM 


‘Mama said I should 
never have married 
the man | did, so I 
supposed Mama 
was right. Mama 
said come home to 
have my baby, so I 
went. That was my 
problem. I spent all 
my life doing what 


Mama said.’ 
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ization of what we might have lost ¢e¢ 
to me. i 

We were married in a little church 
Betty’s home. A lug like me isn’t any gog 
in describing things like that. I only ky 
Betty looked like an angel all in fiyf 
white. her hair sparkling in the candlelight 
and her eyes misty with stars. It didgt 
seem possible anyone as beautiful ag she 
was promising to be mine for life. 

Afterwards. Betty’s sister served supp 
in the chuch basement. Betty told 
Grace had worked all the day before bak 
ing and decorating our wedding cake 
its tiny plastic bride and groom gracim 
the top layer. Maybe it was delicious; 
wouldn’t know. I was so excited eye 
thing tasted like sawdust. 

Mary and Harry and the twins wer 
there. and Mom and my sisters proudly 
sporting new dresses. It was wonderful 
too, to see Grace’s husband by her side 
looking strong and fit at last. and Grace's 
happiness was so great it even cut through 
my own excitement. 

When Betty and I finally left we drove 
into Mexico for our honeymoon. I'd savedf 
every cent I could for the trip and we : 
stayed at a real swell motel in Ensenada, J 7% 

That night. alone in our comfortable bight 
room with the salt air stealing in from the i 
ocean and palm trees rattling against the 
roof, Betty at last came into my arms, and 
it was then we knew an ecstasy and beauty 
that lifted us beyond all earthly ties or 
reckoning. 

Afterwards, when Betty lay still and§7 
close beside me with her head resting of 
my shoulder. I felt a surge of awe and” 
wonder as I looked at her beautiful faceg 
I hadn’t known, or even dreamed. that two 
people could ever share such a glory » 
this. and the miracle was that now she was 
mine forever. 

Like trespassing ghosts. memories of the” 
day slipped into my mind: Ma’s pride 
when my sisters presented Betty with af 
electric toaster. boasting they’d earned the ; 
money for it baby sitting. Harry’s hearty} — 
pounding on my back. Grace’s sweet é 
ready kiss. The warmness and sincereness 
of all their good wishes. Maybe there wert 
fancier and bigger weddings in this world, 
but I knew then, as sure as tomo 
would come. that there would never be one 
that was more perfect. more right in 
eyes of God. 

It’s been hard trying to tell this story 
and now I can’t help pitying all the luck 
less ones who many have been fooli 
enough to cheat themselves of the magic al 
fulfillment of their wedding night, Ss 
Betty and I aimost did. who have n 
experienced that priceless moment thati 
now ours to cherish for a lifetime. For™ 
matter what troubles may ever thre 
our marriage, Betty and | will meet the 
confidently. With a beginning as be 
fully right, as wonderful as ours we 


fail. 


a 


THE END 
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